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TALES OF A WAYSIDE INN 

INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 

The plan for a group of staries under the fic- 
tion of a company of story- tellers at an iun ap- 
pears to have visited Mr. Longfellow after he had 
made some progress with the separate tu,les. The 
considerable collection under tlie title of The Saga 
(yf King Olafwas indeed written at first with the 
design of Independent publication. *' The thought 
struck me this morning," writes the poet, February 
25. 1859, "that a very good poem might be writ- ' 
ten oa the Saga of King Olaf, who converted the 
Nor^Bo Christianity. Kead the old Saga in the 
Heimahringla, Laing's translation. The Chal- 
lenge of Thor will serve as a prelude." This poem 
had been written about ten years before as pro- 
logue or Introltus to the second part of Christvs. 

Nearly two years passed before he took up the 
task in earnest; then, in November, 1860, " with 
all kinds of Interruptions." he says, he wrote fifteen 
of the lyrics in as many days, and a few daj-s after- 
ward completed the whole of the Saga. Mean- 
while he had written and published Paul Hecere's 
Hide in The Atlantic, and before the pulilication 
of his volume lie ha<l printed in the fiame m^azine 
ono of the lyrics of the Sutja and The Legend of 
jRd)bi Ben Levi. Just when he determined upon 



10 



TALES OF A WAYSIDE INN 



the framework of The Wayside Inn does not 
appear ; it is quite possible that he had connected 
The 8'i(/a of King Olaf, which had been lying by 
for two or three years with hia friend Ole Bull, and 
that the desire to use so picturesque a iigure had 
9a^;e3ted a group of which the musician should 
he one. Literature had notable precedents for 
the general plan of a company at an inn, but 
whether the actual inn at Sudbury came to local- 
ize his conception, or was itself the cause of the 
plan, is not quite clear. He notes in his diary, Oc- 
tober 11, 1862, " Write a little upon the Waysidt 
Inn, — a beginning, only " ; but an entry for the 
last day of the same month seems to indicate that 
he had had the Sudbury inn in his mind and now 
visited it to give local form and color to his fancy. 
October ends with a delicious Indian-summer day. 
Drive with Fields to the old Red-Horse Taven^i Sud- 
bury, — alas, no longer an imi! A lovely v^^K; the 
winding road shaded by grand old oaks before th^aouse. 
A rambling, tumbU-tlown old building, two hundred 
years old ; and til! now in the family of the Howes, who 
have kept an inn for one hundred and seventy-five years. 
In the old time, it was a house of call for all travellers 
from Boston westward. 

As such, Mr. Longfellow must have made pass- 
ing acquaintance with the tavern, when in 1826 
he made a stage-coach Journey from Boston to Al- 
bany; he may also well have known the inn in its 
more recent days through report of his friend Dr. 
Parsons and Mr. Luigi Monti, who made it a re- 
sort for themselves and friends. At any rate his 
intention was now clear enough, for a few days 
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after Lis visit he writes to his companion, Mr. 
Fields, " The Sudbury Tales go on famously. I 
have now five complete, with a great pait of the 
Prelude." 

The work went on rapidly after this, for with 
The Saga of King O/o/^ and other poems on hand, 
he needed to write but little more to furnish the 
group he had fashioned with tales enough to rep- 
resent them. He sent the book to the printer in 
April, 18G3, under the title of The Sttdbury Tales, 
but in August wrote to Mr. Fields : " I am afraid 
■ we have made a mistake in calling the new volume 
T/te Sudbury Talcs. Now that I see it announced 
I do not like tlie title. Sumner cries out against 
it, and has persuaded me, as I think he will you, 
to come back to Tlie Wayside Inn. Pray think 
as we do." 

The book as originally planned consisted of the 
first pdV and was pu!)liahed Koveniber 25, 1863, 
in an edition of fifteen thousand copies, an indica' 
tion of tlie confidence wliieh the publishers had in 
the poet's popularity. 

The disguises of characters were bo slight that 
readers easily recognized most of them at once, 
and Mr. Longfellow himself never made.any mys- 
tery of their identity. Just after the publication 
of the volume he wrote to a coiTespondent in Eng- 
land: — 

The Wayside Inn has more foundation in fact than 
yon may suppose. The town of Sudbury is about 
twenty miles from Cambridge. Some two hundred 
years ago. an English family, by tJie name of Howe, 
buitt there a country house, which has remained in the 
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'JVi-uiIvmII, a phyhiiiiit nf ^tMUiiH who had lUso 
u luiii for (Jitiohigy i tho HtiuhMit, llonry Ware 
VValtiH, a Hcliolur of proiniso who had Ravelled 
iiiiioh, who diiul oarly, and whoso tastes appear in 
tho CM)llootioii of books which he left to the library 
of Harvard College. This group was collected by 
the poet's fancy ; in point of fact three of them, Par- 
sons, Monti, and Treadwell, were wont to spend 
their sununer months at the inn. 

The form was so agreeable that it was easy to 
extend it afterward so as to include the tales which 
the poet found it in his mind to write. The Sec- 
ond Day was published as one of the ITiree Books 
of Song in 1872 ; The Third Fart formed the 
principal portion of Aftermath in 1873, and sub- 
sequently the three parts were brought together, 
as now, into a complete volume. The third part, 
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begnn on the last day of December, 1872, was 
finished on his sixty-sixth birthday, February 27, 
1873. The i-ecital in melodious verse of those 
various stories, wbieli had a special charm for 
the poet as he grew older, and the graceful, easy, 
half careless arrangement of all as tlie imaginary 
discourse of friemls, was adiver^iion as well as a 
poetic task to one whose own experience bad in 
a measure withdrawn him from the free, happy 
social intercourse of bis manhood. When one 
considers the dates of the earlier formation of the 
Tales of a Wayside fivit one sees witb what ex- 
clusion of his deeper seK the poet entered in spirit 
into the story-telling company that warmeil itself 
before Squii-e Howe's blazing logs. It was at tlie 
same time that he was entrusting himself to tlm 
ghostly companionship of Dante. 

The persons who were charged with the story- 
telling were so individualized by nationality or 
profession as to afford a generous scope in the 
character of the tales. By means of a Norwegian 
musician the poet was enabled to draw upon his 
knowledge of Northern legend ; his Sicilian may 
well, in ]tersoH, have reminded him of the stories 
which ha<l their origin in Boccaccio or in Italian 
folk-lore ; the Spanish Jew gave bim an oppor- 
tunity to draw upon tlie Talmud, which bis friend 
Mr. Scberb hnd ojiened to his view ; and tbe Poet, 
the Student, and the Landlord increased the range 
of hia material. The only story which was wholly 
of Mr. Longfellow's invention was The Birdv nf 
KUlingieortk. In accordance with the general plan 
of this edition, the several tales are furnbbcd with 
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head-notes only when Mr. Longfellow's own mem- 
oranda give some account of the circumstances un- 
der which he wrote. In the notes at the end of 
the volume will be found further explanation of 
the origin of the several tales, and occasional elu- 
cidation of historical points. An interesting mon- 
ograph appeared in Berlin, 1884, imder the title : 
Longfdlow^s Tales of a Wayside Inn und ihre 
Qudlen nebst Nachweisen und Untersuchungen 
fiber die vom Dichter bearbeiteten Stoffe^ by Her- 
mann Yamhagen. Recourse has been had to this 
for some critical suggestions. 
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PART FIRST. 
PRELUDE. 

THE WAYSIDE INW. 

One Autumn night, in Sudbury town. 

Across the meadows bare and brown, 

The windows of the wayside inn 

Gleamed red with fire-light through the leaves 

Of woodbine, hanging froin the eaves 

Their crimson curtains rent and thin. 

As ancient is tliis hostt^lry 

As auy in the land may be. 

Built in the old Colonial day, 

When men lived in a gi-andor way, # 

With ampler hospitality ; 

A kind of old Hobgoblin Hall, 

Now somewhat fallen to decay, 

AVith weather-stains upon the wall. 

And stairways worn, and crazy doors. 

And creaking and unevtin floors, 

And chliunej's huge, and tiled and talL 

A region of repose it seems, 

A place of slumber and of di-eams. 
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Remote among the wooded htUs 1 
For there no noisy railway speeds. 
Its torch-race scattei'ing smoke and gleeda d 
But noon and night, the panting teams 
Stop under the great oaks, that throw 
Tangles of light and shade below, 
On voofs and doors and window-silla. 
Across the road the barns display 
Their lines of stalls, their mows of hay. 
Through the wide doors the breezes blow. 
The wattled cocks strut to and fro, 
And, half effaced by rain and shine, 
The Red Horse prances on the sign. 
Round this old-fashioned, quaint abode 
Deep silence reigned, save when a gust 
Went rushing down the county road, 
And skeletons of leaves, and dust, 
A moment quickened by its breath, 
Shuddered and danced their dance of deaq 
And through the ancient oaks o'erhead 
Mysterious voices moaned and fled, 

Bm from the parlor of the inn 

A pleasant murmur smote the ear, 

Like water rushing thitiugb a weir : 

Oft interrupted by the din 

Of laughter and of loud applause, 

And, in each intervening pause, 

The music of a violin. 

The fire-light, shedding over all 

The splendor of its ruddy glow. 

Filled the whole parlor large and low ; 

It gleamed on wainscot and on wall. 
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It touched with more than wonted grace 

Fair Princess Mary's pictured face j 

It bronzed the rafters ovei-head. 

On the old spinet's ivory keys 

It played inaudible melodies, 

It crowned the sombre clock with flame. 

The hands, the hours, the maker's name, 

And painted with a livelier red 

The Landlord's coatof-arms again ; 

And, flashing on the window-pane. 

Emblazoned with its light and shade 

The jovial rhymes, that still remain. 

Writ near a century ago. 

By the great Major Molineaux, 

Whom Hawthorne has immortal made. 

Before the blazing fire of wood 
Erect the rapt musician stood ; 
And ever and anon he bent 
His head upon his instrument. 
And seemed to listen, till he caught 
Confessions of its secret thought, — 
The joy, the triumph, the lament. 
The exultation and the pain ; 
Then, by the magic of his art. 
He soothed the throbbings of its heart, 
And lulled it into peace again. 

Around the fireside at their ease 
There sat a group of friends, entranced 
With the delicious melodies ; 
Who from the far-off noisy town 
Had to the wayside inn oome down, 
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To rest beneatb its old oak trees. 
The fiie-light on their facos glntiei^d. 
Their shadows on the w^nscut daDi^d, 
And, though of different lands and spec 
Each had his tale to tell, and each 
Was anxious to be pleased and please. 
And while the sweet musician pLiys, 
Let me in outline sketch them all, 
Peruhance uncouthly as the blaze 
With its nnceilain touch portrays 
Their shadowy semblance on the wall. 

But first the Landlord will I traoe ; 

Grave in his aspect and attire ; 

A man of ancient pedigree, 

A Justice of the Peace was he, 

Known in all Sudbury as " The Squire." 

Proud was he of his name and race, 

Of old Sir William and Sir Hugh, 

And in the parlor, full in view, 

His eoat-of-anns, well framed and glazed, 

Upon the wall in colors blazed : 

He bearetli gules upon his shield, 

A chevron argent in the field, 

With three wolf's heads, and for the crest 

A Wyvem part-por-pale atUlressed 

Upon a helmet barred ; below 

The scroll reads, " By the name of Howe." 

And over this, no longer bright, 

Though glimmering with a latent light. 

Was hung the aword his grandsire bore 

In the rebellious days of yore, 

Down there at Concord in the fight. 
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L youth was there, of quiet ways, 
A Student of old books and days, 
To whom all tongues and lauds were known, 
And yet S loVer of his own j 
With many a social virtue graced. 
And yet a friend of solitude ; 
A man of such a genial mood 
The heart of all things he embraced, 
And yet of suth fastidious taste. 
He never found the best too good. 
Books were his passion and delight, 
And in his upper room at home 
Stood many a rai-e and sumptuous tome, 
In vellum bound, with gold bedight, 
Great volumes garmented in white. 
Recalling Florence, Pisa, Kome. 
lie loved the twilight that surrounds 
The border-land of old romance ; 
Where glitter hauberk, helm, and lance. 
And banner waves, and trumpet sounds, 
And ladies ride with liawk on wrist, 
And mighty warriors sweep along. 
Magnified by the purple mist, 
The dusk of centuries and of song. 
The chronicles of Charlemagne, 
Of Merlin and the Mort d'iVrthure, 
Mingled together in his brain 
With tales of Flores and Blauchefleur, 
Sir Ferumbras, Sir Eglamour, 
Sir Launcelot, Sir Morgadour, 
Sir Guy, Sir Bevis, Sir Gawbin. 

A young Sicilian, too, was there ; 
In sight of Etna born and bred, 
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Some breatli of its volcanic air 
^\'aa glowing in his heart and brain. 
And, being rebelliutu to his Uege, 
After Palermo's fatal siege. 
Across the western seaa he Hed, 
In good King Bomba's happy reign. 
}Iis face was like a summer night, 
All flooded with a diishj- light : 
His hands were small ; hia teeth shone white 
As sea-shells, when he smiled or spoke ; 
ilia sinews supple and strong as oak ; 
Clean shaven was he as a priest. 
Who at the mass on Sunday sings, 
Save that ujKm his upper lip 
His beard, a good palm's length at least, ] 
Level and pointed at the tip. 
Shot sideways, like a swallow's wings. 
The poets read he o'er and o'er, 
And most of all the Immortal Four 
Of Italy ; and next to those, 
The story-telling bard of prose, 
Who wrote the joyous Tuscan tales 
Of the Decameron, that make 
Fiesole's green hills and vales 
Remembered for Boccaccio's sake. 
Much too of music was his thought ; 
The melodies and measures fraught 
With sunshine and the open air, 
Of vineyards and the singing sea 
Of his beloved Sicily ; 
And much it pleased him to peniae 
The songs of the Sicilian muse, — 
Bucolic songs by Meli sung 
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In the familiar peasojit tongue, 
That made men say, " Behold ! oneo more 
The pitying gods to earth restore 
Theocritus of Syracuse ! " 



A Spanish Jew from Alicant 
With aspect grand and grave was there ; 
Vender uf silks and fabrics rare, 
And attar of rose from the Levant. 
Like an old Patriarch he appeared, 
Abraham or Isaac, or at least 
Some later Prophet or High-Priest; 
With lustrous eyes, and olive akin, 
And, wildly tossed from cheeks and chin. 
The tumbliug cataract of hia hearth 
Flis garments breathed a spicy scent 
Of cinnamon and sandal blent, 
Like the soft aromatic galea 
That meet the mariner, who sails 
Through the Moluccas, and the seas 
That wash the shores of Celel>es. 
All stories that recorded are 
Ky Pierre Aiphonse he knew by heart, 
And it was rumored he could say 
The Parables of Sandabar, , 

And all the Fables of Pilpay, 
Or if not all, the greater part 1 
Well versed was he in Hebrew books, 
Talmud and Targum, and tlie lore 
Of Kabala ; and evermore y 
There was a mystery in hia j^ks j 
His eyes seemed gaKing far away. 
As if in viuoD or iu trance 
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He heard the solemn saokbut plaj, 
And saw the Jewish maidena dance, 



A Theologian, from the school 

Of Cambridge on the Charles, was there;, 

Skilful ^ike with tongue and pen. 

He preached to all men everywhere 

The Gospel of the Golden Rule, 

The New Commandment given to men. 

Thinking the deed, and not the creed, 

Would help ua in our utmost need. 

With reverent feet the earth he trod, 

Nor banished nature from his plan. 

But studied still with deep research 

To build the Universal Church, 

Lofty aa in the love of God, 

And ajnple as the wants of man. 

A Poet, too, was there, whose verse 

Was tender, musical, and terse ; 

The inspiration, the delight. 

The gleam, the glory, the swift flight, 

Of thoughts so sudden, that they seem 

The revelations of a dream. 

All tliese were his ; hut with them came 

No envy of another's fame ; 

He did not find his sleep less sweet 

For music in some neighboring street, 

Nor rustling hear iu every breeze 

The laurels of Miltiades. 

IIouoi' and blessings on hia head 

While living, good report when dead, 

Who, not too eager for renown, 

Accepts, but does not clutch, the crown ! 
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Iiast tlie Musician, as he stood 

lUumined by that fire of wood ; 

Fair-haired, blue-eyed, his aspect blithe, 

His figure tall and straight and lithe. 

And every feature of his face 

Revealing his Norwegian race ; 

A radiance, streaming from within. 

Around his eyes and forehead beamed. 

The Angel with the violin, 

Painted by Raphael, he seemed. 

He lived in that ideal world 

Whose language 13 not speech, but song ; 

Around him evei-more the throng 

Of elves and sprites their dances whirled ; 

The Stromkavl sang, the cataract hurled 

Its headlong waters from the height ; 

And mingled in the wild delight 

The scream of sea-birds in their flight, 

The rumor of the forest trees. 

The plunge of the implacable seas. 

The tumult of the wind at night, 

Voices of eld, like trumpets blowing. 

Old ballads, and wild melodies 

Through mist and darkness pouring forth, 

Like Elivagar's river flowing 

Out of the glaciers of the North. 

The iostmnicDt on which he played 
Was in Cremona's workshops made, 
By a great master of the past, 
Ere yet was lost the art divine ; 
Fashioned of maple and of pine, 
Tliat in Tyrolean forests vast 
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Itiul rocked aod wrastled with the blast :. 
ExqitixitB woa it in design, 
Porfopt in each uiiniiteidt part, 
A marvel of the lutiat'§ art ; 
And in its hollow chamber, thus, 
'J'hc mnker from whose hands it came 
Had written hin) unrivalled name, — 
" Antonius Btradivarius." 

And whfin ho played, the atmosphere 
Wad HUcmI with magio, and the ear 
Caught oohoen of that Harp of Gold, 
WlicMc niusio had ao weird a sound, 
Tho huutud ttag iotgot to bound, 
Tho loDpittg rivulet backward rolled, 
Thii hirild cnnic down fi-oni Inish and t 
Tilt' d.wl mnw fr»ini Wnoalh the i 
Thi> inutdvu to the hai'j>or's knee! 

T)ii< niimli' i<(^ni«.><l : the applause was loi 
'I'liit plorwtnl muHician niuilod and bowed! 
'I'hr WiHH)-lln« olupltod ita bauds of fl 
'\'\w iihiiilowii OH tlw wainscot stirred. 
And from tli« hitr)wucl)»nl tliere c 
A iiliiiNllv nxiniiur of itivlwim, 
A m\\\n\ lllti« ihHl Hont down »t ni^t 
lly lilnU of ptti»H>,-it lit Ihoir Hight, 
Kt'lMll till' h'lOtih'at dialHlHit hoard. 

Tlliili Hllniiw l^'lhlWt^l j iim\ U<gux 
A ^^t^mw fot' *\h> ItMndtunt'* btK — 
'I'lli' "fill V pi^'liiliii'd lliwMi \4 «»ld. 



PAtlL REVERES RIDE 

And he, although a bashful man, 
And all his courage soemed to fail, 
Finding excuse of no avail. 
Yielded ; and thus the story ran. 



IKE LANDLORD'S TALE. 



PAUL REV-EHES EIDE. 

"April 5, 1860. Go witli Sumner to Mr. H , of die North 

Eud, who acta as pjide to tho ' Little lirit^ ' of Bostun. Wa 
goto tlie Copps Dili burial ground and sue tlie tomb of Cottjin 
Madier, liia fathsr and his son; than to tho old Nurtli Churoh, 
vhioh looks like a porisb church in London. We climb the 
tonar to tlie ahims of bells, now the home of innmnerabla 
pigeons. From this tower were hung the lanterns aa a ugnal that 
the Britiah troops had luft Bnnton for ConoonL" Tho nest day 
Mr. Longfellow get up his poem of Paul Stiiere's Ride, and on the 
llhh noted in his diary: "I wroCe a few Unes in Find Eevay^s 
Ride; this buiug the day of that auhievemeut. " 

Listen, my children, and you shall hear 

Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere, 

On the eighteenth of April, in Seventy-five ; 

Hardly a man i» now nlive 

Who remembers that famous day and year. 

He said to his friend, " If the British mareh 
By land or sea from tho town to-night. 
Hang ETIantern aloft in the belfry arch 

81 the Nfpti Chnivl^tower a.^ a si'">nl li'rht, — 
ne, if by land, and two, it 1..^, ..«.:', 
And 1 on the opjiosite shore will be. 



Bemly to ridt and spread tlK alarm 
Througli every Middlesex \-imge 



and 



Sinn, 
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I ..i Ii V : I l»o lip ami to arm." 

I li 11 III) i.iiil, " iiiMil night!" and with muffled 

. .ili-u(l\ ro\\t>il to tho Charlestown shore, 
.III .1 .ii tlio uuH>n iHwe over the bay, 
\\ lir.ic i\\iii«;in^ wide at her moorings lay 
Itir. huiiun.si't, Hritish mafT-of-war ; 
\ |ih.iiiU*iu Hhi|>, with each mast and spar 
.\«.iu.i.^ tho moon like a prison bar, 
Atid ^i hiigt^ bhiek hulk, that \v^ magnified 
l\v lU own n^th'ction in the tide. 

Mi:iiiiwhilo, hirt friend, throngli alley and street, 

WiiiitlorH iind watches with eager ears, 

'I ill ill tho HiK>noo around him he hears 

'i'lio niiiHh'i' ol men at the barraek door, 

'Mio hi Mind of arms, and the tramr) of foot, 

A hi I tho II ion Mn red treml of the grt'ii;...'.Li^, ■> 

Mil roll iii;.( down to their boats on the shore. 

'I Ui II he rliinbod tho tower of the \)ld North 

i 'liiin^h, 
My llii*. wiindoii slairs, with Mwlthy. tread, 
'I ollio liollry (*li:iiiiber oYcrhViUl, V '* 
A imI, njiii 1 1 I'd tlu^ iH;i:(»pii.i.fro\ii.»llH*ir j)ei'ch 
(hi l.li«f hoiiihro ruftoVs, that round him made 
M.os.TiM Hiid iiiovliig HJiapes of shade, — 
If/ iJo'. I.n-iiibliii^i; ladder, stoop and tiill, 
'In Iho. Iiir/honl, window in tho wall, 
'rVlii 10. Im( piiiiui'd to jiston and look down 
A ffi'ifio'iit on tlio roofs of tho town, 

l-iiii- !•< 'fill n liii I IIiiiImiiI ill tlip iiivvrr of (1)i> oluirch, 
Ifjfi*. lu lf|i Hill wiiiiittui iiiulrM, with Ht«mlthy tread, 
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And the moonlight flowing over all. 
Btiueath, iu the chuieliyanl, lay the dead, 
In their iiight-encainpnient on the hill, 
^rauped-ULSi'ence so deep and still 
Arrti-he could hear, like a sentinel's tread, 
The watchfid night-wi^, ae it went 
Creeping along from feut toj^infc . i 
Andseejnine tq whisper, " All is well 1 " 
A moment only he feels the spell 
Of the )>lace and the honr, and tlie secret dread 
Of the lonely belfry and the dead ; 
For suddenly all his thoughts are bent 
On a shadowy something fai- away. 
Where the rivSr widens to meet the bay, — 
A line of black that bends and floats 
On the rising tide, like a bridge of boats. 

Meanwhile, impatient to monnt and ride, 
Booted and spurred, wiUii^ heavy .stride 
On the opposite ahpjs w(pk^d Paul Revere. 
Now he patted his florae s side, 
Kow gnzL-d at the li^mL4ui|>e far and near, 
Tlien, imiH'tiions, stamped the earth, 
And turned and tightened his sa<ldle girth ; 
But ip9!itly,h«.*T*t?hed- mtl> eairer soar.eh 
The belfTy-towei- of the Old North Chiirch, 
As it rose .above tlie graves on the hill, 
Louety and spectral and sonij/m.ajid still. 
And lo I as ho looks, on the B.ytiy's height 
A gluumer, and then a gleain of liijht I 
He springs to the SAtldIt,-,-tho briJIclic turns, 
Bat lingers nud gazes, till full on his sight 
A second lamp in the belfry bums I 
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A liurry of hoiifs 



village street. 



A shape iu the muonliglit, a bulk iu the dark, I 
And beneath, from the pebbles, in passingf] 

I spark 

Struck out by a steed flying fearless and fleet : 
That waa all ! And yet, through the gloom anil the 
light, 
The fate of a nation was riding that night ; 
And the spark struck out by that steed, 
( __ flight, 
Kindled the land into flame with ita heat. 
He has left the village and mounted the steep, 
And beneath him, tianquil and broad and dee] 
Is the Mystic, meeting the ocean tides ; 
And under tbe alders, that skirt its edge, 
Now soft on tlie sand, nowjoud on thejedge. 
Is heard the tramp of bis steL'd as he riues. 



It waa twelve by the village elock,|^ ■_ 

When he crossed the bridge into Medford town. 

Jle heard the crowing of the cock, 

And the harking of the farmer's dog, 

And felt the damp of the riTer fog, 

Tliat rises after tlie aun goes down. 



L hia 



It was one by the village clock, 

When he galloped into Lexington. 

He saw the gilded weathercock 

Swim in the moonlight as he passed, 

And tlie meeting-house windows, blank and bt 

Gaze at him wlih a spectral glare. 

As if they already stood aghast 

At the bloody work they would look i 



I 
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It was two by the village clock. 

When he came to the bridge in Concord town. 

Ke heard the bleating of the flock, 

And the twitter of birds among the trees, 

And felt the bi-eath of the moraiog breeze 

Blowing over the meadows brown. 

And one was safe and asleep in his bed 

Who at the bridge would be first to fall. 

Who that day would be lying dead. 

Pierced by a British musket-ball. 

You know the rest. In the books you have read. 
How the British Regulars fli-e<l and fled, — 
How tlie farmers gave them ball for ball. 
From behind each fence and farm-yard wall, 
Chasing the red-coats down the lane, 
Then crossing the fields to emerge again 
Under the treea at the tui-n of the road, 
And only pausing to fire and load. 

So through the night rode Paul Revere ; 

And so through the night went his cry of alarm 

To every MiddleseK village and farm, — 

A cry of defiance and not of fear, 

A voice in the darkness, a knoek at the door. 

And a word that shall echo foi-evermore ! 

For, borne on the night-wind of the Past, 

Through all our history, to the last. 

In the hour of darknesR and peril and need, 

Tile people will waken and listen to hear 

The Imirj-iiig hoof -beats of that ste&l. 

And the midnight message of Paul Revere. 
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INTERLUDE. 

The Landlord ended thus his tale, 
Then rising took down from its nail 
Tlie Hword that hung there, dim with dust, 
And cleaving to its sheath with rust, 
And said, ^^This sword was in the fight." 
1'ho Poet seized it, and exclaimed, 
** It IN the sword of a good knight, 
Though homespun was his coat-of-mail ; 
What matter if it be not named 
#f oycMiws ( 'olada, Durindale, 
Kxrjililmr, or Aroimdight, 
(>r iitlior nnmo the books record? 
Your iMM'owtor, who bore this sword 
A« ('olofiol of the Volunteers, 
Moiiif(.Hl upon his old gray mare, 
M^*»o Ii0i'f» iuhI Uu»ro and everywhere, 
*Yh ifiM tt ^nindnr Mhiipo apix^ars 
1'lMifi old HIr William, or whatnot, 
I 'Ihiltiff^ MtiMtili ill foivign lands 
Wh.Ii Ihiii ^ntiitUoU on his hands, 
Ao«l oil liln hnml lui tiHui poti*' 

All IfiM^liiMJ j llio tiiindloinrs face grew red 
Am UU MttiMiliPJHitih ou tho wall ; 
I In lioiilij mill iMiittpn'litmd ut all 
'Dm* ihifli of wiml Iho l^>o^ said , 
Kor lliimn svlio Itfid boon t<>ng>\'<t dead 
Wmii nlwfi)M yronloRt tn hin oyos; 
Aim! Iio wmh Bpoonldowrt with nurpriso 
To ttuu Hli' Wllllum*w phimod homl 
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Bi-ouglit to a. level with the rest, 
And iiiaile the Hubjuct of a jest. 
And tills perceiving, to appease 
The Lamliord'a wrath, the others' fears, 
The Student said, with careless ease, 
" The ladies and tho cavaliers, 
The arms, the loves, the eoui-tesies. 
The deeds of high emprise, I sing ! 
Thus Anosto says, in words 
That have the stately stride and ring 
Of armed knights and clashing swords. 
Kow listen to the tide 1 bring ; 
Listen I though not to me belong 
The flowing draperies of his song. 
The words that rouse, the voice that charma. 
The Landlord's tale was one of arms, 
Only a tale of love is mine. 
Blending the human and divine, 
A tale of the Decameron, told 
In Palmieri's garden old. 
By Fiametta, laurel-orawned. 
While her cohipanions lay around. 
And heard the intermingled sound 
Of airs that on their errands s)>ed, 
And wild birds gossiping overhead, 
And lisp of leaves, and fountain's fall. 
And hec own voice more sweet tlian all, 
Telling the tale, which, wanting these. 
Perchance may lose its power to please." 
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THE STUDENTS TALK 

THE FALCOX OF SER FEDERKK). 

/ . / ^ / 

One summer mornin^|^'hen the sun was hot, X 

Weary \^dth labor in nis garden-plot,/ ^ 

On a rude benclubeneath his cottage eaves, 

Ser Federigo sat ^mong the leaves 

Of a huge vineyxhat, with its arms outspread. 

Hung its del^ious clusters overhead, y/ 

Below him,y/6irough the lovely valleyy/6pwed 

The river Arno, like a winding road, / 

And from its banks were lifted high in air 

The spires and roofs of Florence called the Fair ; / 

To him a marble tomb, Jthsit rose above 

His wasted fortunes and his buried love. , , 

For there, in banquet and in tournament, / 

His wealth had lavished been, his substance ;3pent^ 

To woo and lose/since ill his wooing spedy 

Monna Giovanna,/^vho his rival wed, 

Yet ever in his fancy reigned supreme. 

The ideal woman of a young man^s dream. 

Then he withdrew, in poverty and pain. 

To this small farm, the last of his domain. 

His only comfort and his only care 

To prune his vines, and plant tha fig and pear ; 

His only forester and only guest 

His falcon, faithful to him, when the rest, 

Whose willing hands had found so light of yore 

The brazen knocker of his palace door, 

Had now no strength to lift the wooden latch. 

That entrance gave beneath a roof of thatch. 
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Compaoion of his aolitary ways, 
Purveyor of his feasts ou holidays. 
On him this melaucholy man bestowed 
The love with which his nature overflowed. 

And so the empty-handed years went round, 
Vacant, though voiceful with prophetic sound. 
And so, that summer mom, he sat and mused 
With folded, patient hands, as he was used, 
And dreamily befoi-e his half-closed sight 
Floated the vision of his lost delight. 
Beside him, motionless, the drowsy hird 
Dreamed of the chase, and in his slninher heard 
The sudden, scytlie-like sweep of wings, that dare 
The heaiUong plunge thi'ough eddying gulfs of air, 
Then, starting broad awake upon his perch, 
Tinlded his bells, like mass-bells in a church, 
And looking at bis master, seemed to say, 
" Ser Federigo, shall we hunt to-day V " 

Scr Fedorigo thought not of the chase ; 
The tender vision of her lovely face, 
I will not say he seenis to seu, hi" sees 
In the loaf-sbadows of the treUises, 
Herself, yet not herself ; a lovely child 
With flowing tresses, and eyes wide and wild. 
Coming unilaunted up the garden walk. 
And looking not at him, but at the hawk. 
"Beautiful falcon I " said he, " would that I 
Miglit bold thee on my wrist, or see thee fly 1 
The voice was hers, and niatle strange echoes start 
Through all the haunted chambers of his heart, 
A* an awlian harp through gusty doors 
Of some old ruin its wild music pours. 



1 
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" Who iH thy mother, my fair boy ? " he ssUt^ 
His hand laid softly on that shining head. 
" Monna Giovanna, Will you let me stay 
A little while, and witli your falcon play ? 
We live there, juat beyond your garden wall, A 
In the great house behind the poplars tall." 

So he spake on ; and Fedurigo heard 
As from afar each softly uttered word, 
And drifted onward through the golden glea 
And shadows of the misty sea of diean 
As mariners becalmed through vajMirs drift, 
And feel tlie sea beneath them sink and lift, 
And hear far off the moumfid breakers roar, 
And voices calling faintly from the shore 1 
Then waking from bis pleasant reveries. 
He took the little boy upon his knees, 
And told him stories of his gallant bird, 
Till in their friendship he became a third. 

Monna Giovanna, widowed in her prime. 

Had come with friends to pass the summer time 

In her grand villa, half-way up the hill, 

O'erlooking Florence, but retired and still ; 

With iron gates, that opened through long 1: 

Of sacred ilex and centennial pines, 

And terraced gardens, and broad steps of s 

And sylvan deities, with moss o'ergrown. 

And fountains palpitating in the heat, 

And all Val d'Arno stretched beneath its feet^f 

Here in seclnsion, as a widow may, 

The lovely lady whiled the hours away. 

Pacing in sable robes the statued hall, 
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Herself the stateliest statue among all, 
And seeiug more and more, witli secret joy, 
Her husband risen and living in her boy. 
Till the lost sense of life returned again, 
Not as delight, but as relief from pain. 
Meanwhile the boy, rejoicing in his strength, 
Stormed down the terraces from length to length ; 
The screaming peacock (ihased in hot pursuit, 
And climbed the gartlen trellises for fruit. 
But his chief pastime was to watch the flight 
Of a gerfalcon, soaring into sight. 
Beyond tlie trees that fringed the garden wall, 
Then downwaiti stooping at some distant call j 
And as be gazed full often wondered he 
Who might the master of the falcon be, 
Until that happy morning, when be found 
Master and falcon in the cottage ground. 

And now a shadow and a terror fell 

On the great house, as if a passing Itell 

Tolled from the tower, aud filled each spacious 

room 
With sec-ret awe and preternatural gloom ; 
The petted boy grew ill, and day by day 
Pined with mysterions malatly away. 
The mother's heart would not be comforted ; 
Her darling seemed to her already dead. 
And often, sitting by the sufferer's side, 
" What can I do to comfort thee ? " she cried. 
At fii'st the silent lips made no reply. 
But. moved at length by her importunate cry, 
"(jive mo," he answere<l, with imploring tone, 
" Ser Federigo's falcon for my own 1 " 



1 
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No answer coiild tlie astonished mother uiakeja 
How could she ask, e'en for her darling' 
Such favor at a luckless lover's hand. 
Well knowing that to ask was to command ? 
Well knowing, what all falconers confessed. 
In all the land that falcon was the I>est, 
The master's pride and passion and delight, 
And the sole porsuivant of this poor knight. 
But yet, for her child's aake, she coidd no leas % 
Than give assent, to soothe his restlessness, 
So promised, and then promising to keep 
Her promise sacred, saw him fall aiileep. 

The morrow was a bright September morn ; 
The earth was beautiful as if new-born ; 
There was that nameless splendor everywhere, J 
That wild exhilaration in the air, 
Which makes the passers in the city street 
Congratulate each other as they meet. 
Two lovely ladies, clothed in cloak and hood, 
Passed through the garden gate into the wood,! 
Under the lustrous leaves, and through the « 
Of dewy sunshine showering down between. 
The one, close-hooded, had the attractive grace * 
Which soiTow sometimes lends a woman's face ; 
Her dark eyes moistened with the mists that roll 
From the guH-stream of passion in the soul ; ^^ 
The other with her hood thrown back, her hailr^^| 
Making a golden glory in the air, ^^M 

Her cheeks suffused with an auroral blush, ^^ 

Her young heart singing louder than the thrush. 
So walked, that morn, through mingled light and 
shade, 
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Each by tlie other's presence lovelier made, 
Moiiua Giovaiina and her bosom friend, 
Inteut upon their tirratid and its end. 

Tliey found Ser Federigo at his toil, 

Like banished Adam, delving in the soil ; 

And when he looked and these fair womun spied, 

The garden suddenly was glorified ; 

His long-lost Eden was restored a^in, 

And the strange river winding through the plain 

No longer waa the iVruo to his eyes, 

But the Euphrates watering Paradise I 

Monna Giovanua raised her stately head, 

And with fair wortls of salutation said : 

'* Ser Federigo, we come here as friends, 

Hoping in this to make some poor amends 

Fop past unkindneas. I who ne'er before 

Would even cross the threshold of your door, 

I who in happier days such pride niaintainfd, 

Refused your banquets, and your gifts disdained, 

This moi-ning come, a self-invited guest. 

To i>ut your generous nature to the test. 

And breakfast with you under your own vine," 

To which he answered : " Poor desert of mine. 

Not your uukindtiess call it, for if aught 

Is good in me of feeling or of thought, 

From you it cornea, and this last grace outweighs 

All soiTows, all regrets of othor days." 

And after further compliment and talk, 
Amuug the asters in the garden walk 
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^^^H He left fa!s quests ; and to his cottage tumeii, ^^H 

^^^H And as he eatered for a moment yearned ^^H 

^^^H For the lust splendors of the days of old, ^^| 

^^^H The ruby glass, the silver and the gold, ^^| 

^^^H And felt how piercing is the sting of pride, ^^H 

^^^H By want embittered and intensified. ^^| 

^^^H He looked about him for some means or way 

^^^H To keep this unexpected holiday ; 

^^^H Searched every cupboard, and then searched agaJDi 

^^^B ' Summoned the maid, who came, but came in 

^^^H " The Signor did not hunt to-day," she said, 

^^^H " There 's nothing in the house but wine and 
^^^H bread." 

^^^1 Then suddenly the drowsy falcon shook ^^ 

^^^H His little bells, with that sagacious look, ^^^ 

^^^H Which said, as plain as language to the oar, ^^M 

^^^H If anything is wanting, I am here I " ^^1 

^^^H Yes, everything is wanting, gallant bird ! 

^^^^ The master seized thee without furtlier word. 

^^^H Like thine own lure, he whirled thee round ; all 

^^^H The pomp and flutter of brave falconry, 

^^^1 The' bells, the jesses, tlie bright scarlet hood, ^_ 

^^^H The flight and the pursuit o'er iield and wood, ^^| 

^^^H All these forevermore are ended now ; ^^M 

^^^H No longer victor, but the victim thou ! ^^ 

^^^H Then on the board a snow-white cloth he spread, 

^^^B Laid on its wooden dish the loaf of bread, 

^^^H Brought purple grapes with autumn sunshine hot, 

^^^B The fragrant peach, the juicy bergamot ; 

r^^^ Then in the midst a flask of wine ho placed ^^m 

m^- J 
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And with autiunnal flowei-s the hanquet gi'a.i!t^d. 

Sov Federigo, would not these suffice 

Without thy falcon stuffed with cloves and spice ? 

When all was ready, and the courtly dame 

With her companion to tlie cottage came. 

Upon Ser Federigo's brain there fell 

The wild enchantment of a magic spell ! 

The room they entered, mean and low and small, 

Was changed into a sumptuous banquet-hall, 

With fanfares by aerial tmnipets blown ; 

The rustic chair she sat on was a throne ; 

lie ate celestial food, and a divine 

Flavor was given to his conntiy wine. 

And the [Kjor falcon, fragrant with his spice, 

A peacock was, or bird of paradise I 

When the repast was ended, they arose 
And passed again into the garden-close. 
Then said the lady, " Far too well I know, 
Remembering still the days of long ago. 
Though you betray it not, with what surprise 
You see me here in this familiar wise. 
You have no chiltlren, and you cannot guess 
What anguish, what nnspeakahle distress 
A mother feels, whose child is lying ill, 
Nor how ber heart anticipates his wilL 
And yet for this, you see me lay aside 
All womanly reserve and check of pride, 
And ask the thing most precious in your sight, 
Your falcon, your sole comfort and delight, 
Which if you find It in your heart to give, 
My poor, unhappy boy perchance may live." 
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Ser Federigo listens, and replies, 

With teal's of love and pity in his eyes : 

^^ Alas, dear lady ! there can be no task 

So sweet to me, as giving when you ask. 

One little hour ago, if I had known 

This wish of yours, it would have been my own. 

But thinking in what manner I could best 

Do honor to the presence of my guest, 

I deemed that nothing worthier could be 

Than what most dear and precious was to me ; 

And so my gallant falcon breathed his last 

To furnish forth this morning our repast." 

In mute contrition, mingled with dismay, 
The gentle lady turned her eyes away. 
Grieving that he such sacrifice should make 
And kill his falcon for a woman's sake. 
Yet feeling in her heart a woman's pride. 
That nothing she could ask for was denied ; 
Then took her leave, and passed out at the gate 
With footstep slow and soul disconsolate. 

Three days went by, and lo ! a passing-bell 
Tolled from the little chapel in the dell ; 
Ten strokes Ser Federigo heard, and said. 
Breathing a prayer, " Alas ! her child is dead ! " 
Three months went by ; and lo ! a merrier chime 
Rang from the chapel bells at Christmas-time ; 
The cottage was deserted, and no more 
Ser Federigo sat beside its door, 
But now, with servitors to do his will, 
In the grand villa, half-way up the hUl, 
Sat at the Christmas feast, and at his side 
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Monna Giovanna, liia beloved bride, 

Never so beautiful, ao kind, so fair, 

Eiitlironed once morci in the old rustic chair, 

1 1 igh-pe relied upon the back of which there stood 

The ioiage of a falcon carved in wood, 

And underneath the inscription, with a date, 

" AH things come round to him who will but wait." 

INTERLUDE. 

Soon aa the story reached its end, 
One, over eagar to conunend, 
Crowned it with injudicious praise ; 
And then the voice of blamo found vent, 
And fanned the embers of dissent 
Into a somewhat lively blaze. 

The Theologian shook his head ; 
" These old Italian tales," lie saiil, 
" From the much-praised Decameron down 
Through all the rabble of the rest, 
Are either trifling, dull, or lewd ; 
The gossip of a neighborhood 
In some remote provincial town, 
A scandalous chronicle at best \ 
They seem to mo a stagnant fen, 
Grown rank with rushes and with i-eeds, 
Where a white lily, now and then. 
Blooms in the midst of noxious weeds 
And deadly nightshade on its banks ! " 

To this tlie Student straight replied, 
" For the white lily, many thanks I 



42 TALES OF A WAYSIDE INN 

One should not sa}% with too much pride. 

Fountain, I will not drink of thee ! 

Nor were it grateful to forget 

That from these reservoirs and tanks 

Even imperial Shakespeare drew 

His Moor of Venice, and the Jew, 

And Romeo and Juliet, 

And many a famous comedy." 

Then a long pause ; till some one said, 
** An Angel is flying overhead ! " 
At these words spake the Spanish Jew, 
And murmured with an inward breath : 
" God grant, if what you say be true. 
It may not be the Angel of Death ! " 
And then another pause ; and then, 
Stroking his beard, he said again : 
" This brings back to my memory 
A story in the Talmud told. 
That book of gems, that book of gold. 
Of wonders many and manifold, 
A tale that of ten comes to me. 
And fills my heart, and haunts my brain. 
And never wearies nor grows old." 

THE SPANISH JEW'S TALE. 

THE LEGEND OF RABBI BEN LEVI. 

Rabbi Ben Levi, on the Sabbath, read 

A volume of the Law, in which it said, 

" No man shall look upon my face and live." 

And as he read, he prayed that God would give 
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His faithful servant grace v.ith mortal eye 
To look upou His face and yet not die. 

Tlien fell a sudden shadow on tlie page, 

And, lifting up hia eyes, grown dim with age, 

He saw the Angel of Death before him stand. 

Holding a naked sword in hia right hand. 

Kabbi Ben Levi was a righteous man. 

Yet through his veins a chill of terror ran. 

With trembling voice he said, " What wilt thon 

here ? " 
The angel answered, " Lo I the time draws near 
When thou must die ; yet first, by God's de- 
cree, 
Whate'er tliou askest shall be granted thee." 
Keplied the Rabbi, " Let these living eyes 
First look upon my place in Paradise." 

Then said the Angel, " Come with me and look." 
Kabbi Ben Levi closed the sacred book. 
And rising, and uplifting his gray head, 
" Give me thy sword." he to the Angel said, 
" Lest thou shouldst fall upon me by the way." 
The angel smiled and hastened to obey, 
Then led him forth to the Celestial Town, 
And set him on the wall, whence, gazing down, 
Kabbi Ben Levi, with hia living eyes. 
Might look upon his place in Paradise. 

Then straight into the city of the Lord 
The Rabbi leaped with the Death-Angel's sword. 
And through the streets there swept a sudden 
breath 
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Of sometliiDg there uakuown, which men 

death. 
Meanwhile the Angel §tayed without, and cried, 
" Come back ! " To which the Rabbi's voice re- 
plied, 
"No! in the name of God, whom I adore, 
I awear that hence I will depart no more 1 " 

Then all the Angels cried, " O Holy One, 
See what the son of Levi here hath done I 
The kingdom of Heaven he takes by violence, J 
And ia Thy name refuses to go hence I " 
The Lord replied, " My Angels, be not wroth ; 1 
Did e'er the son of Levi break his oath ? 
Let him remain ; for he with mortal eye 
Shall look upon my face and yet not die." 

Beyond the outer wall the Angel of Death 
Heard the great voice, and said, with panting 

breath, 
" Give back the aword, and let me go my way." 
Whereat the Rabbi paused, and answered, " Nay 1 
Anguish enough already hath it caused 
Among the sons of men." And while he paused 
He heard the awful mandate of the Lord 
Resounding through the air, " Give back the 

sword ! " 

The Rabbi bowed his head in silent prayer ; 
Then said he to the dreadful Angel, " Swear 
No human eye shall look on it again ; 
But when thou takest away the soids of men, 
Thyself unseen, and with an unseen sword, 



INTERLUDE 

Thou wilt perfonn tlie bklding of the Lord." 
Tlio Angel took the sword again, and swore. 
And walks on earth uusecQ forevermore. 
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He ended : and a kind of xpell 
Upon tlie silent listeners fell. 
His solemn manner and liis words 
Had touched the deep, mysterious chordi 
That vibrate in each human bieast 
Alike, but not alike confessed. 
The spiritual world seemed near ; 
And close above them, fuU of fear. 
Its awful adumbration passed, 
A luminous shadow, vague and vast. 
They almost feared to look, lest tliere, 
Embodied from the impalpable air, 
They might behold the Angel staud. 
Holding the sword in his right hand. 

At last, but in a voice subdued. 

Not to disturb their dreamy mood. 

Said the Sicilian : " While you spoke, 

Telling your legend marvellous, 

Suddenly in my memory woke 

The tliought of one, now gone from us, — 

An old Abate, meek and mild. 

My friend and teacher, wlien a cliild, 

WTio sometimes in thoHe days of old 

The legend of an Angel told. 

Which ran, as I remember, thus." 
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THE SICILIAN'S TALE. 

KING ROBERT OF SICILY. 

Robert of Sicily, brother of Pope Urbane 
And Valmond, Emperor of Allemaine, 
Apparelled in magnificent attire, 
With retinue of many a knight and squire. 
On St. John's eve, at vespers, proudly sat 
And heard the priests chant the Magnificat. 
And as he listened, o'er and o'er again 
Repeated, like a burden or refrain. 
He caught the words, " Deposuit potentes 
De sede, et exaltavit humiles ; " 
And slowly lifting up his kingly head 
He to a learned clerk beside him said, 
" What mean these words ? " The clerk made an- 
swer meet, 
" He has put down the mighty from their seat, 
And has exalted them of low degree." 
Thereat King Robert muttered scornfully, 
" 'T is well that such seditious words are sung 
Only by priests and in the Latin tongue ; 
For unto priests and people be it known. 
There is no power can push me from my throne I " 
And leaning back, he yawned and fell asleep. 
Lulled by the chant monotonous and deep. 

When he awoke, it was already night ; 

The church was empty, and there was no light. 

Save where the lamps, that glimmered few and 

faint. 
Lighted a little space before some saint. 
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He started from his seat and gazod around, 
But saw no living thing and heard no Bound. 
He gi-oped towards the door, but it was locked ; 
He cried aloud, aud listened, and then knocked. 
And uttered awful threatenings and complaints, 
And imprecations upon men and saints. 
The sounds reechoed from the roof and walls 
As if dead priests were laughing in tlieir stalls. 

At length the aejtton, hearing from without 
The tumult of the knocking and the shout, 
And thinking thieves were in the house of prayer, 
Came with his laiitem, asking, " Who is there i* " 
Half choked with rage. King Robert fiercely said, 
" Open : 't Is I, the King ! Art thou afraid ? " 
The frightened sexton, muttering, with a curse, 
" Tills is some drunken va^bond, or worse I "' 
Turned tli^^reat key suid ming the poi-tal wide ; 
A man rushed by htm at a single stride, 
Haggard, half naked, without hat or cloak, 
Who neither turned, nor looked at him, nor spoke, 
But leaped into the blackness of the night. 
And vanished like a spectre from his sight. 

Rolsert of Sicily, brother of Pojie Urbane 
" ,And Valraond. Emperor of Allemaiue, 
Despoiled of his magnificent attire, 
ItiLrehcaded, breathless, and besprent with mire. 
With sense of wrong and outrage desperate, 
Strmie on anil tliiindcrtnl at the palace gate ; 
Uuahed through the coui-tyard, thrusting in hia 

nigi! 
Tu right and left each senosolinl and page, 
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And hurried up the broad and sounding stair, 
His white face ghastly in the torches' glare. 
From hall to hall he passed with breathless speed ; 
Voices and cries he heard, but did not heed, 
Until at last he reached the banquet-room. 
Blazing with light, and breathing with perfume. 

There on the dais sat another king, 
Wearing his robes, his crown, his signet-ring. 
King Robert's self in features, form, and height, 
But all transfigured with angelic light ! 
It was an Angel ; and his presence there 
\ With a divine effulgence filled the air, 
An exaltation, piercing tlie disguise. 
Though none the hidden Angel recognize. 

A moment speechless, motionless, amazed. 

The throneless monarch on the Angel gazed, 

Who met his look of anger and surprise 

With the divine compassion of his eyes ; 

Then said, " Who art thou? and why com'st thou 

here?" 
To which King Robert answered with a sneer, 
" I am the King, and come to claim my own 
From an impostor, who usurps my throne 1 " 
And suddenly, at these audacious words. 
Up sprang the angry guests, and drew their 

swords ; 
The Angel answered, with unruffled brow, 
" Nay, not the King, but the King's Jester, thou 
Henceforth shalt wear the bells and scalloped 

cape. 
And for tliy counsellor shalt lead an ape ; 
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Thou sbalt obey my servants when tUej call, 
And wait upon my henchmen in the hall! " 

Deaf to King Robert's threats aud cries aod 

prayers, 
They thrust him from the hall and down tho stairs; 
A group of tittering pages ran before, 
Aud as they opened wide the folding-door. 
His heart failed, for he heard, with strange alarms, 
The boisterous laughter of the men-afc-arnis. 
And all the vaulted chamber roar and ring 
With the mock plaudits of " Long live the King! " 

Next morning, waking with tho day's first beam, 
He said within himself, " It was a dream ! " 
But the straw rustled as ho turned his head. 
There were the cap and bells beside his bed, 
Around him rose the bare, discolored walls, 
Close by, the steeds were champing in their stalls. 
And in the comer, a revolting shape, 
Shivering and chattering sat the wretched ape- 
It was no dream ; the world he loved so much 
Had turned to dust and ashes at his touch I 

' Days came aud went ; and now returned E^ain 
To Sicily the old Saturuian reign ; 
Under the Angel's governance benign 
The happy island danced with com aud wine. 
And deep within tho mountain's burning bieast 
Enceladns, the giant, was at rest. 

Meanwhile King Robert yielded to his fate. 
Sullen and silent and disconsolate. 
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Dressed in the motley garb that Jesters wear, 

With look bewildered and a vacant stare, 

Close shaven above the ears, as monks are shorn. 

By courtiers mocked, by pages laughed to scorn, 

His only friend the ape, his only food 

What others left, — he still was unsubdued. 

And when the Angel met him on his way. 

And half in earnest, half in jest, would sa^^ 

Sternly, though tenderly, that he might feel 

The velvet scabbard held a sword of steel, 

" Art thou the King ? " the passion of his woe 

Burst from him in resistless overflow, 

And, lifting high his forehead, he would fling 

The haughty answer back, " I am, I am the King ! '' 

Almost three years were ended ; when there came 

Ambassadors of great repute and name 

From Valmond, Emperor of Allemaine, 

Unto King Robert, saying that Pope Urbane 

By letter summoned them forthwith to come 

On Holy Thursday to his city of Rome. 

The Angel with gTcat joy received his guests. 

And gave them presents of embroidered vests. 

And velvet mantles with rich ermine lined. 

And rings and jewels of the rarest kind. 

Then he departed with them o'er the sea 

Into the lovely land of Italy, 

Whose loveliness was more resplendent made 

By the mere passing of that cavalcade. 

With plumes, and cloaks, and housixigs, and the 

stir 
Of jewelled bridle and of golden spur. 
And lo ! among the menials, in mock state, 
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Upon a pieliald steed, with shambling gait, 

His cloafoTTox-tiiils flapping in the wnid, 

The Bolonin ape demurely perched behind. 

King Robert rode, making huge merriment 

In all the country towns through which they went. 

Tlie Pope received them with great jKimp and blare , 

Of bannered trumpets, ou Saint Peter's sq^iSTS^^ — 

Giving his benediction and embrace, 

Fervent, and full of apostolic grace. 

While with congratulations and with pi-ayera 

He entertained the Angel miawares, 

Robert, the Jester, bursting through the crowd, 

Into their presence rushed, and cried aloud, 

" I am the King I Liook^ and behold in me 

Robert, your brother. King of Sicily I 

This man, who weam my*8emblanoe to your eyes, 

Is an impostor in a king's disguise. 

Do you not know me ? does no voice withia 

Answer my cry, and say wo are akin ? " 

The Pope in silence, but with troubled mien. 

Gazed at the Angel's couutemuice serene ; 

The Emiwror, laughing, said, " It is strange sport 

To keep a madman for thy Fool at court ! " 

And the poor, baffled Jesler in disgrace 

Waa hustled back among .the populace. 

In solcnm st-ite the Holy Week went by. 
And East^T Sunday gleamed upon the sky ; 
The presence of tlie Angel, with its light, 
Befi>re the sim rose, matle the city bright. 
Ami with new fervor filled the heai-ts of men, 
Who felt that Christ indeed had risen again. 
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And through the open window, loud and clear. 
They heai-d the monks chant in the chapel near, 
Ahove the stir and tuniiUt of the street: 
" He has put down the mighty from their seat. 
And has exalted them of low degree I " 
And through the chant a 9«cond melody 
fiose like the throbbing of a single string : 
" I am an Angel, and thou art the King I " 

King Robert, who was standing near the throne. 

Lifted his eyes, and lo ! he was alone ! 

But all apparelled as in days of old, 

With ermined mantle and with cloth of gold ; 

And when his courtiers came, they found Inni theie 

Kneeling upon the Boor, absorbed in silent prayer. 

rNTERLUDE. 

Ayi) then tlie hlne-eyed Norseman told 

A Saga of the days of old. 
" There is," said he, " a wondrous book 

Of Legends in the old Norse tongue. 

Of the dead kings of Nori-oway, — 

Legends that once were told or simg 

In many a smoky fireside nook 

Of Iceland, in the ancient day. 

By wandering Saga-man or Scald ; 
' Heimsknngla ' is the volume called ; 

And he who looks may find therein 

The story that I now begin." 

And in each pause tha story made 
Upon his violin lie played, 



1 




A« nvt'r will*! hatf-ndnad «a 
i\t«^4k>(i»l RtuJ kUtit btbn, 
^VJlt xtviiKlUlitM cilimti ni ' 
<VvMi kwty ^ tunMmwl Mom 



[all 






THE SAO A OF KING OLAF 65 

These are the gauntlets 
Wherewith I wiewl it, 
And hurl it afar off ; 
This is my girdle ; 
Whenever I brace it, 
Strength is redoubled I 

The light thou beholdest 
Stream through the heavens. 
In flashes of crimson. 
Is but my red beard 
Blown by the night-wind. 
Affrighting the nations I 

Jove is my brother ; 
Mine eyes are the lightning ; 
The wheels of my chariot 
KoU in the thunder. 
The blows of my hammer 
Ring in the earthquake I 

Force rules the world still, 
Has ruled it, shall rule it ; 
Meekness is weakness. 
Strength is triumphant, 
Over the whole earth 
Still is it Thor's-Day I 

Thou art a God too, 

OGalUeanl 

And thus single-handed 

Unto the combat, 

Gauntlet or Gospel, 

Here I defy thee ! 
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• IL 

KIKG OLAF's RETUBN. 

And King Olaf heard the cry, 
Saw the red light in the sky, 

Laid his hand upon his sword, 
As he leaned upon the railing, 
And his ships went sailing, sailing 

Northward into Drontheim fiord. 

There he stood as one who dreamed ; 
And the red light glanced and gleamed 

On the armor that he wore ; 
And he shouted, as the rifted 
Streamers o'er him shook and shifted, 

" I accept thy challenge, Thor ! " 

To avenge his father slain. 
And reconquer realm and reign. 

Came the youthful Olaf home. 
Through the midnight sailing, sailing. 
Listening to the wild wind's wailing. 

And the dashing of the foam. 

To his thoughts the sacred name 
Of his mother Astrid came. 

And the tale she oft had told 
Of her flight by secret passes 
Through the mountains and morasses, 

To the home of Hakon old. 

Then strange memories crowded back 
Of Queen Gimhild's wrath and wrack. 
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And a hurried flight by sea : 
Of grim Vikings, aiid the rapture 
Of the sea-fight, and the capture, 

And the life of slavery. 

How a stranger watched his face 
In the Esthoniau market-place, 

Scanned his features one Iiy one. 
Saying, " We should know each other ; 
I am Sigurd, Astrid's brother, 

Thou art Olaf, Astrid's son I " 

Then as Queen AUogia'a page, 
Old in honors, young in age, 

Chief of all her men-at-arms ; 
Till vague whispers, and mysterious, 
Reached King Valdemar, the imj>eriou8, 

Filling liim with strange alarms. 

Then bis cruisings o'er the seas, 
Westward to the Hebrides 

And to Seilly's rocky shore ; 
And the hermit's cavern dismal, 
Christ's great name and rites baptismal 

In the ocean's rush and roar. 

All these thoughts of love and stiife 
Glimmered through his lurid life. 

As the stars' intenser light 
Through the red flames o'er him trailing, 
As his ships went sailing, sailing 

Xortlm'ard in tbe summer night. 
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Trained for either camp or court, 
Skilful in each manly sport, 

Young and beautiful and tall ; 
Art of warfare, craft of chases. 
Swimming, skating, snow-shoe races, 

Excellent alike in all. 

When at sea, with all his rowers, 
He along the bending oars 

Outside of his ship could run. 
He the Smalsor Horn ascended. 
And his shining shield suspended 

On its summit, like a sun. 

On the ship-rails he could stand, 
Wield his sword with either hand, 

And at once two javelins throw ; 
At all feasts where ale was strongest 
Sat the merry monarch longest. 

First to come and last to go. 

Norway never yet had seen 
One so beautiful of mien. 

One so royal in attire, 
When in arms completely furnished, 
Harness gold-inlaid and burnished, 

Mantle like a flame of fire. 

Thus came Olaf to his own, 
When upon the night-wind blown 

Passed that cry along the shore ; 
And he answered, while the rifted 
Streamers o'er him shook and shifted, 

" I accept thy challenge, Thor! " 



TBE SAGA OF KING OLAF 



" Thora of Rimol 1 hide me ! hide me I 
Danger and shame and death betide me !■ 
For Olaf the King is hunting mo down 
Through fifld and forest, through thorp and 
town ! " 

Thus cried Jail Hakon 

To Thora, the fairest of women. 

" Hakon >Tarl ! for the love I bear thee 
Neither shall shame nor death come near thee I 
But the hiding-place wherein thou must He 
Is the cave underneath the swine in the sty." 

Thus to Jarl Hakon 

Said Thora, the fairest of women. 



So Hakon Jarl and his base thrall Karker 
Croucbed in the cave, than a dungeon darker, 
As Olaf came riding, with men in mail. 
Through the forest roads into Orkadale, 

Demanding Jarl Hakon 

Of Thora, the fairest of w 



" Rich and honored shall be whoever 
The hea<l of Hakon Jarl shall dissever I " 
Plakon heard him, and Karker the slave. 
Through the breathing-holes of the darksome cava. 

Alone in her chamber 

Wept Thora, the fairest of women. 
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Said Karker, the crafty, '* I will not slay thee ! 
For all the king's gold I will never betray thee I " 
" Then why dost thou turn so pale, O churl. 
And then again black as the earth?" said ihe 
Earl. 
More pale and more faithful 
Was Thora, the fairest of women. 

From a dream in the night the thrall started, 

saying, 
" Round my neck a gold ring King Olaf was lay- 
ing ! " 
And Hakon answered, " Beware of the king I 
He will lay round thy neck a blood-red ring." 
At the ring on her finger 
Gazed Thora, the fairest of women. 

At daybreak slept Hakon, with sorrows encum- 
bered. 
But screamed and drew up his feet as he slum- 
bered ; 
The thrall in the darkness plunged with his knife, 
And the Earl awakened no more in this life. 
But wakeful and weeping 
Sat Thora, the fairest of women. 

At Nidarholm the priests are all singing. 
Two ghastly heads on the gibbet are swinging ; 
One is Jarl Hakon's and one is his thrall's. 
And the people are shouting from windows and 
walls; 
While alone in her chamber 
Swoons Thora, the fairest of women. 
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V7. 



quEEN s 



! HAUGHTY. 



Queen Sigrid the Haughty sat proud and aloft 
111 her chamber, that looked over meadow and 
croft. 

Heart's dearest, 

Why dost thou sorrow bo? 

Tho floor with tassels of fir was besprent, 
Filling tlie room with their fragrant scent. 

She heard tho birds sing, she saw the sun shine, 
The air of summer was sweeter than wine. 

Like a sword without scabbard the bright river lay 
Eetweea her own kingdom and Norroway. 

But Olaf the King had sued for her hand, 

The sword would be sheathed, tho river be spanned. 

Her miiidens were seated around her knee, 
"Workiug bright figures in tapestry. 

And one was singing the ancient rune 

Of Brynhilda's love and the wrath of Gndrun. 

And through it, and round it, and over it all 
Sounded incessant the waterfall. 

The Queen in her hand held a ring of gold. 
From tiie door of Ladle's Temple old. 
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Looking straight at the King, with her level brows, 
She said, " I keep true to my faith and my vows," 

Then the face of King Olai was darkened with 

gloom, 
He rose in liia anger and strode through the room. 

"Why, then, should I care to have thee?" he 

said, — 
" A faded old woman, a heathenish jade ! " 

ITis zeal was stronger than fear or love, 

And he stinek the Qneen in tlie face with his 

Then forth from the chamber in anger he fled. 
And the wooden stairway shook with his tread. 

Queen Sigi-Id the Haughty said under her breath, 
'* This insult, King Olaf. shall be thy death I " 

Heart's dearest. 

Why dost thou sorrow ao ? 



V. 

THE skehry of sehiieks. 

Now from all King Olat'a farms 

His men-at-anii9 
Gathered on the Eve of Easter ; 
To his house at Angvalds-neas 

Fast they press. 
Drinking with the royal feaster- 
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Loudly tfaroDgh Uie wiJe-flung door 

Came Uie roar 
Of the sea opoD the Skerrr ; 
And its tbouder loud and near 

Reached the ear, 
Mingling with their voices merry. 

" Hark ! " said Olaf to hia Scald, 

Halfml the Bald, 

" Listen to that song, and learn it I 

Half my kiiig^dom would I give, 

Ab I live. 
If by such songs you would cam it I 

" For of all the runes and rhymes 

Of all times, 
Best I like the ocean's dii^es, 
When the old haqwr heaves and rocka, 

Hid hoary locks 
Flowing and flashing in the surges I '* 

Halfred answered : " I am called 

The Unappalled I 
Nothing hinders me or daunts me. 
Hearken to me, then, O King, 

While I sing 
The great Ocean Song that haunts me." 

" I will hear your Bong sublime 
Some other time," 
Says the drowsy monprch, yawning, 
And retires ; each laughing guest 

Applauds the jest ; 
Then they sleep till day is dawning. 
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Pacing lip and down the yard, 

King Olaf s guard 
Saw the sea-mist slowly creeping 
O'er the sands, and up the hill. 

Gathering still 
Itound the house where they were sleeping. 

It was not the fog he saw. 

Nor misty fiaw, 
That above the landscape hrooded ; 
It was Ejvind Kallda's crew 

Of warlocks I>lue 
With their caps of darkness hooiled I 

Round and round the house they go, 

Weaving slow 
Magic eii-cles to encumber 
And imprison in their ring 

Olaf the King, 
As he helpless lies in slumber. 

Then athwart the vapors dun 

The Easter aun 
Streamed with one broad track of splendor I 
In their real forms appeared 

The warlocks weird, 
Awful as the Witch of Kndor. 



Blinded by the light that glared. 
They groped and etai-ed, 

Bound about with steps unsteady ; 

From his window Olaf gazed, 
And, amazed. 
" Who are these strange people ? " said li 
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" Eyvind Kallda and his men ! " 

Answered then 
From tbc yard a stuidy farmer ; 
While the men-at-arms apace ^ 

Filled the jilace. 
Busily buckling on their armor. 

From the gates they sallied forth, 

South and north. 
Scoured the island coast around them, 
Sei^ng all the warlock band. 

Foot a.ud hand 
On the Skerry's rocks they bound them 

And at eve the king agmn 

Called his train. 
And, with all the candles biuning, 
Silent sat and heard once more 

The sullen roar 
Of the ocean tides returning. 

Shrieks and cries of wild despair 

Filled the air, 
GrTOwing fainter as they listened ; 
Then the bursting surge alone 

Sounded on ; — 
Tims the sorcerers were christened I 

" Sing, O Scald, your song sublime, 

Your ocean -rhyme," 
Cried King Olaf : " it will cheer me 1 " 
Said the Scald, with pallid cheeks, 

" The Skerry of Shrieks 
Sings too loud for you to hear me 1 " 
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The guests were loud, the ale was strong, 
King Olaf feasted late and lung ; 
The hoary Scalds together sang ; 
O'er head the smoky rafters rang. 

Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 

The door swung wide, with creak and din; 
A blast of cold night-air came in, 
And ou the threshold shivering stood 
A one-eyed guest, with cloak and hood. 
Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 

The King exclaimed, " O graybeard pale I 
Come warm thee with this cup of ale," 
The foaming draught the old man quaffed, 
The noisy guests looked on and laughed. 
Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 

Then spake the King : " Be not afraid : 
Sit here by me." The guest obeyed, 
And, seated at the table, told 
Tales of the sea, and Sagas old. 

Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 

And ever, when the tale was o'er, 

The King demanded yet one more ; 
Till Sigurd the Bishop smiling said, 
" 'T is late, O King, and time for bed." 

Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 



TALES OF A W.iYSlDE INN 

The King retired ; the gtranger guest 
Followed and entered with the rest ; 
The lights were out, tlie pages gone, 
But still the garrulous guest spake on. 
Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang, 

As one who from a volume reads, 
He spake of heroes and their deeds, 
Of lands and cities he had seen. 
And stormy giilfa that tossed between. 
Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsangi 

Then from his lips in music rolled 
The Havamal of Odin old. 
With sounds mysterious as the roa 
Of billows on a distant shore. 

Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang^ 

" Do we not learn from runes and rhymes 
Made by the gods in elder times, 
And do not still the great Scalds teach 
That silence better is than speeeh ? " 
Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogel 



Smiling at this, the King replied, 
" Thy lore is by thy tongue belied ; 
For never was I so enthralled 
Either by Sagarman or Scald." 

Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 

The Bishop said, " Late hours we keep ! 
Night wanes, O King ! 't is time for sleep 
Then slept the King, asd when he woke 



J 



^- 
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The guest was gone, the momiog broke. 
Dead ridea Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 

They found the dqora securely barred. 
They found the watch-dog in the yard, 
There was no footprint in the grass, 
And none had seen the stranger pass. 

Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelaang. 

King Olaf crossed himself and said : 
" I know that Odin the Great ia dead ; 
Sure is the triumph of our Faith, 
The one-eyed stranger was his wraith." 
Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang, 



Olaf tlie King, one summer morn, 
Blew a blast on his bugle-hom. 
Sending his signal through the land of Drontheim. 

And to the Hus-Ting held at Mere 
Gathered the fanners far and near, 
Witli their war weapons ready to confront him. 

Ploughing under the morning star, 
Old Iron-Beard in Yriar 
Beard the summons, L-huckling with a low laugh. 



He wiped the sweat-drups from his brow, 

Unharnessed his horses from the plongh. 

And clattering came on horseback to King Olaf. 



1 
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Pie was the ehnrliest of the churls ; 
Little he oared for king or earls ; 

Bitter as homo-brewed ale were his foomiaga 



Ilodden-gray was the garb be wore, 
Aad by the Ilanimer of Thor he swore ; 
He hated the oairow town, and all its fashions. 



But he loved the freedom of his farm. 

His ale at night, by the fireside warm, 

Godruu hin daughter, with her fluxeu 



He loved his horses and his herds, 
The smell of the earth, and the song of birds, 
His well-filled bams, his brook with its water- 



Huge and cumbersome was his frame ; 
His beard, from which be took his name) j 
Frosty and fierce, Uke that of Hymer the Gia 

So at the Hus-Ting he appeared. 
The farmer of Yriar, Iron-Beanil, 
On horseback, in an attitude defiant. 



And to King Olaf he cried aloud. 

Out of the middle of the crowd. 

That tossed about him like a stormy oce^i ; 

" SiK^h Ba<?rifices shalt tliou bring 
fo Odin and to Thor, O King, 
As otlier kings have done in their devotion ! " 

Urn IS. Ou Lanalnfk, nll:h an utitude deEni 
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King Olaf answered ; " I command 
Thia land to be a Christian land ; 
Here is my Bishop who the folk baptizes I 

" But if you ask me to restore 
Your sacrifices, stained with gore, 
Then will I offer human sacrifices I 

" Kot slaves and peasants shall they be, 
But men of note and high degite. 
Such men as Orm of Lyra and Kar of Gryting I " 

Then to theb Temple strode he in, 
And loud behind him heard the din 
Of his men-at-arms and the peasants fiercely fight- 
ing. 

There in the Temple, carved in wood, 
The image of great Odin stood. 
And otlier gods, with Thor supreme among them. 

King Olaf Hmote them with the blade 
Of his huge war-axe, gold inlaid, 
And downward shattered to the pavement flung 
them. 



At the same moment rose without. 

From the contending crowd, a shout, 

A mingled sound of trimuph and of wailing. 

And there upon the trampled plain 
The farmer Iron -Beard lay slain, 
Midway between the assailed and the assailing. 
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King Olaf from the doorway spoke : 
^^ Choose ye between two things, my folk, 
To be baptized or given up to slaughter ! " 

And seeing their leader stark and dead. 
The people with a murmur said, 
^^ O King, baptize us with thy holy water." 

So all the Drontheim land became 
A Christian land in name and fame, 
In the old gods no more believing and trusting. 

And as a blood-atonement, soon 
King Olaf wed the fair Gudrun; 
And thus in peace ended the Drontheim Hus-Ting ! 

vnL 

GUDRUN. 

On King Olaf 's bridal night 
Shines the moon with tender light, 
And across the chamber streams 
Its tide of dreams. 

At the fatal midnight hour. 
When all evil things have power, 
In the glimmer of the moon 
Stands Gudrun. 

Close against her heaving breast 
Something in her hand is pressed ; 
Like an icicle, its sheen 
Is cold and keen. 
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On the catrn are fixed her eyes 
Where her murdered father lies, 
And a. voice remote and drear 
She aeems to hear. 

What a bridal night is this I 
Cold will be the dagger's kisB ; 
Laden with the chill of death 
Is its breath. 

Like the drifting snow she sweeps 
To tlie couch where Olaf sleeps ; 
Suddenly he wakes and stits, 
Ilis eyes meet hers. 

» What 19 that," King Olaf said, 
" Gleams so bright above iny head ? 
Wherefore standest thou so wbito 
In pale moonlight ? " 

" 'T is the bodkin that I wear 
When at night I bind my hair ; 
It woke rae falling on the floor ; 
'T is nothing more," 

" Forests have ears, and fields have eyes j 
Often treachery lurking lies 
Underneath tlie fairest hair I 
Gudrun beware ! " 

Ere the eai-liest peep of mom 
Blew King Olaf's bugle-horn ; 
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And forever sundered ride 
Bridegroom and bride I 
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THANGBRAND THE PRIEST. 

Short of stature, large of limb, 
Burly face and russet beard, 
All the women stared at bim, 
When in Iceland he appeared. 
" Look 1 " they said, 
With nodding head, 
** There goes Thangbrand, Olaf's Priest. 

All the prayers he knew by rote. 

He could preach like Chrysostom, 
From the Fathers he could quote, 
He had even been at Rome. 
A learned clerk, 
A man of mark, 
Was this Thangbrand, Olaf's Priest. 



He was quarrelsome and loud. 

And impatient of control. 
Boisterous in the market crowd, 
Boisterous at the wassail-bowl. 
Everywhere 

Would drink and swear. 
Swaggering Thangbrand, Olaf's Priest. 

In his house this malcontent 
Could the King no longer bear. 
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So to Iceland be was sent 
To convert the heathen there. 

And away 

One Bnnimer day 
Sailed this Thangbrand, Olaf 's Priest. 

There in Iceland, o'er their books 
Pored the people day and night, 
But he did not like their iooka, 
Nor the songa they used to write. 
" All thU rhyme 
la waste of time ! " 
Grumbled Thangbrand, OlaFs Priest 

To the alehouse, where he sat, 

Came the Scalds and SagamieQ ; 
Is it to be wondered at 

That they quarrelled now and then, 
When o'er hia beer 
Began to leer 
Drunken Thangbrand, Olaf's Priest ? 

All the folk in AltaBonl 

Boasted of their island grand ; 
Saying in a single woi-d, 
" Iceland is the finest land 
That the sun 
Doth shine upon I " 
Loud laughed Thangbrand, OlaFs Priest 

And he answered : " What 's the use 

Of tliis bragging up and down, 
When three women and one goose 
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Make a market in your town ! " 
Eveiy Scald 
Satires scrawled 
On poor Tbangbnuid, Olaf a Priest. 

Something worse they did than that ; 

Aud what vexed him moat of all 
Was a figure in sliovel Hat, 

Drawn in charcoal on the wall ; 
With words that go 
Sprawling below, 
" This is Thanghrand, Olaf'a Priest." 

Hardly knowing wliat he did, 

Then be smote them might and main, I 

Thorvald Veils and Veterlid 

Lay there in the alehouse slain. 

" To-day we are gold, 

To-morrow mould I " 

Muttered Thanghrand, Olafa Priest. 

Much in fear of axe and rope. 
Back to Norway sailed he then. 
" O King Olaf ! little hope 

Is there of these Iceland men I " 
Meekly said, 
With bending head, 
Pious Thangbraud, Olaf's Priest 
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EAITD THE 8TB0NQ. 

" All the old gods are dead, 
All the wild warlocks fled ; 
But the White Christ lives and reigns, 
And throughout my wide donmins 
Pin Gospel shall be spread ! " 
On the Evangelists 
Thus swore King Olaf. 

But still in dreams of the night 
Beheld he the crimson light, 
And heard the voice that defied 
Him who was cmcifiwl, 
And challenged him to the fight. 
To Sigurd the Bishop 
King Olaf confessed it. 

And Sigurd the Bishop said, 
** The old gods are not dead. 

For the great Thor still reigns. 

And among the Jarls and Thanes 

The old witchcraft still is spread." 
Thus to King Olaf 
Said Sigurd the Bishop. 



" Par north in the Salten Fiord, 
By rapine, fire, and sword. 
Lives the Viking, Raud the Strong 
All the Godoe Isles belong 
To him and hb heathen horde," 
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Thus went on speaking 
Sigurd the BiahopL 

"* A warlock, a wizard is he. 
And lord of the wind aad the sea ; 
And whichever way he saiU, 
He has ever favoring gales. 
By hJB craft in sorcery." 

Here the sign of the cross 
Made devoutly King Olaf . 

" With rites that we both abhor. 
He worships Odin and Thor ; 
So it cannot yet be said. 
That all the old gods are dead. 
And the warlocks are no more," 
Flushing with anger 
Said Sigurd the Bishop. 

Then King Olaf cried aloud : 
" I will talk with this mighty Kaiid, 
And along the Salten Fiord 
Preach the Gospel with my sword. 
Or be brought back in my shroud ! " 

So northward fi-om Drontheim 

Sailed King Olaf 1 

line A. Hen tiie den of tue crun nMkte 
UbbS. DuTOutl; King OUl. 
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BISHOP siGum> or baxten fiord. 

Loud the angry wind was wailing 

As King Olaf's ships came sailing 

Northward out of Drontheim haven 

To the mouth of Salten Fioi-d. 

Though the flying sea-spray drenches 
Fore and aft the rowers' benches, 
Not a single heart is craven 

Of the champions there on board. 

AJl without the Fiord was quiet, 
But witliin it storm and riot, 
Such aa on his Viking cruises 

Baud the Stroiig was wont to ride. 

And the sea through all its tide-ways 
Swept the reeling vessels sideways, 
As the leaves are swept through sluices, 
When the flooil-gates open wide. 

** 'T is the warlock ! 't is the demon 

Raud 1 " cried Sigurd to the seamen ; 
" But the Lord b not affrighted 

By the witchcraft of his foes." 



To the ship's bow he ascended, 
By his choristers attended, 
Round him were the tapers lighted. 
And the sacred incenai- roau. 
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On the bow stood Bishop Sigurd, 
In bis robes, as one transfigured, 
And the Crucifix he planted 

Higli amid the raiu and mist. 

Then with holy water sprinkled 
All the ship ; the niass-bells tinkled : 
Loud thu monks around him chanted, 
Loud he read the Evangelist. 

As into the Fiord they darted, 
On eaeh side the water parted j 
Down a path like silver molten 

Steadily i-owed King Olaf's sMpe ; 

Steadily burned all night the tapers, 
And the White Christ through the vajwra 
Gleamed across the Fiord of Salten, 
As through John's Apocalypse, — 

Till at last they reached Raud's dwelling 
On the little isle of Gelling ; 
Not a guard was at the doorway. 

Not a glimmer of light was seen. 

But at anchor, carved and gilded, 
Lay the dragon-ship he builded ; 
T was the grandest ship in Norway, 
With its crest and scales of green. 

Up the st^rway, softly creeping, 
To the loft where Baud was sleeping, 
With their fists they burst asunder 
Bolt and bar that held the door. 



Drunken with sleep and ale they found him, 
Dragged him from bis bed and bouud him, 
While he stared with stupid wonder 
At the look and garb they wore. 

Then King Olaf said : " O Sea-King I 
Little time have we for speaking. 
Choose between the good and evil ; 
Be baptized I or thou sbalt die ! " 

But in scorn the heatlien scoffer 
Answered : *' I disdain thine offer ; 
Neither fear I God nor Devil ; 

Thee and thy Gospel I defy 1 " 

Then between his jaws distended. 
When his frantic struggles ended, 
Through King Olaf'a horn an adder, 

Touched by fire, they forced to glide. 

Sharp his tooth was as an arrow. 

As he gnawed through bone and marrow | 

But without a groan or shudder, 

Rautl the Strong blaspheming died. 

Then baptized they all that region. 
Swarthy Lap and fair Norwegian, 
Far as swims the salmon, leaping, 
Up the streams of Salten Fiord. 

In their temples Thor and Odin 
Lay in dust and ashes trodden, 
As King Olaf, onward sweeping. 

Preached the Gosi)el with his sword. 



i 
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Thi-n he took the carved and gilded 
Priition-sliip that Raud had builded. 
And the tiller single-handed 

Cirasping, steered into the main. 

Southward sailed the seagulls o'er him, 
Smitliward sailed tlie ship that bore him, ] 
Till lit Drontbeim havun landed 
Olof and hia crew again. 



xn. 

ama ola.k's chkisthas. 

At Oroiitlieim, Olaf the King 
Hoard the bells of Yule-tide ring. 

Ah he sat in his banquet-hall^ 
nrinkiug; the nut-browu ale, 
Willi his Iwarded Berserks bale 

And tall. 

'rhii>o dnyit hi» Yula-tide feasts 
llu Imld with Bialioiw and Priests, 

And hi* horn tilled up to tbe brim; 
Unt Uio alo was uuver too strong, 
N'li' the Satj^-iuan's tale too long, 

l<\ir libii. 

(I'ur Ilia driiiking-hom. the sign 
llu iiiiido of thii orosa divine. 

An li« drunk, and muttered hia prayers: 
lull thtt llumerka overumre 
jjn the •ign of the Hammer of Thor 
' Uv«r lliulra. 
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The gleams of tlie iire-liglit Jance 
Upon helmet and hauberk and lance, 

And laugh in the eyes of the King ; 
And he criea to Halfred the Scald, 
Gray-bearded, wrinkled, and bald, 

" Sing ! " 

" Sing me a song divine, 
With a Bword in every line. 

And this shall be thy reward." 
And he loosened the belt at Iiis waist, 
And in front of the singer placed 

Hia sword. 

"Quem-biter of Ilakon the Good, 
Wherewith at a stroke he hewed 

The millstone through and through, 
And Foot-breadth of Tlioralf the Strong, 
Were neither so broad nor so long, 

Nor BO true," 

Then the Scald took his harp and sang. 
And loud through the music rang 

The sound of that shining word ; 
And the harp-strings a clangor made, 
Ab if they were struck with the blade 

Of a sword. 



And the Berserks round about 
Broke forth into a shout 

That made the rafters ring : 
They smote with their fists on the board, 
\ad shouted, " Long live the Sword, 

And the King ! " 
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But tlie King said, " O mj son, 
I mias the bright word in one 

Of thy measuves and thy rhymes." 
And ilalfrcd the Scald replied, 
" In another 't was multiplied 

Three times." 

Then King Olaf raised the hilt 
Of iron, cross-shaped and ^t, 

And said, " Do not refuse ; 
Count well the gain and the loss, 
Thor's hammer or Christ's cross : 

Choose I " 

And HaJfred the Scald said, " This 
In the name of the Lord I kiss, 

Who on it was crucified 1 " 
And a shout went round the board, 
" In the name of Christ the Lord, 

Who died ! " 

Then over the waste of snows 
The noonday sun uprose, 

Through the driving mists revealed. 
Like the lifting of the Host, 
By incense-ckmds almost 

Concealed. 

On the shining wall a vast 
And shadowy cross was cast 

From the hilt of the lifted sword, 
And in foaming cups of ale 
The Berserks drank " Was-hael ! 

To the Lord ! " 



^ 
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THE BUILDING 



r THE LONG SERPENT. 



Thorberg Skafting, master-builder. 

In hia ship-yard by the sea, 
Whistling, said, " It would bewilder 
Any man but Thorberg Skafting, 

Any man but me ! " 

Near him lay the Dragon stranded, 

Built of old by Rand the Strong, 
And King Olaf had commanded 
He should build another Dragon, 
Twice as large and long. 

Therefore whistled Thorberg Skafting, 
As he sat with half-closed eyes, 

And his heatl turned sideways, drafting 

That new vessel for King Olaf 
Twice the Dragon's size, 

Kound him busily hewed and hammered 
Mallet huge and hoa\'y axe ; 

"Workmen laughed and saug and clamored ; 

Whirred the wheels, that into rigging 
Spun the shining flax 1 



All this tumult heard the master, — 

It was musie to his ear ; 
Fancy whispered all tlie faster, 
" Men shall hear of Tliorberg Skafting 
For a hundred year ! " 
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Workmen sweating at the forges 
Faahioned iruu bolt and bar, 
Like a warlock'a midnight orgies 
Smoked and bubbled the black caldron 
With the boiling tar. 

Did the warlocks mingle in it, 

Thorberg Skafting, any curse ? 
Coidd you not be gone a minute 
But some mischief must be doing, 
Turning bad to worse ? 

T was an Ul wind that came wafting 

From his homestead words of woe ; 
To his farm went Thorberg Skafting, 
Oft repeating to his workmen, 
Build ye thus and so. 

After long delays returning 

Came the master back by night ; 

LTo hia ship-yard longing, yearning. 
Hurried he, and did not leave it 
Till the morning's light. 
Come and see my ship, my darling 1 " 
On the morrow said the King ; 
Finished now from keel to carling ; 
Never yet was seen in Norway 
Such a wondrous thing I " 



In the ship-yard, idly talking, 

At the ship the workmen stared 
Some one, all tiieir labor balking, 
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Down her sides had cut deep gashes, 
Not a plank was spared ! 

" Death be to the evil-doer ! " 

With an oath King Olaf spoke ; 

" But rewards to his pursuer I " 
And with wrath his face grew redder 
Than his scarlet cloak. 

Straight the master-builder, smiling, 
Answered thus the angry King : 
" Ceaae blaspheming aud reviling, 

Olaf, it was Thorberg Skaftlng 
Who has done this thing ! " 

Then be chipped and amoothed the planking, 

Till the King, delighted, swoi'e, 
With much lauding and much thanking, 
" Handsomer is now my Dragon 
Than she was before ! " 

Seventy ells and four extended 

On the grass the vessel's keel ; 

High above it, gilt and splendid. 

Rose the figure-head ferocious 
With its crest of steel. 

Then they launched her from the tresaela. 

In the ship-yard by the sea : 
She was the grandest of all vessels. 
Never ship was built in Norway 

Half so fine as she ! 
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The Long Scri>ent was she christened, 

'Mid the roar of cheer on cheer I 
They who to the Saga listened 
Heard the name of Thorberg Skafting 
For a hundred year I 



THE CREW C 



t LONG SERPEST. 



Safe at anchor in Dronthelm bay 
King Olaf'a fleet assembled lay. 

And, striped with white and blue. 
Downward fluttered sail and banner. 
As idights the screaming lanner ; 
Xiustily cheered, in their wild manner, 

The Long Serpent's crew, 



Her forecastle naan was Ulf the Ecd ; 
Like a wolf's was his shaggy head, 

His teeth as large and white ; 
His beard, of gray and russet blended. 
Bound as a swallow's nest descended ; 
As standard-bearer he defended 

Olaf's flag in the fight. 

Near him Kolbiorn had his place, 
Like the King in garb and face, 

So gallant and so hale ; 
Every cabin-boy and varlet 
Wondered at his cloak of scarlet ; 
Like a river, frozen and star-lit, 

Gleamed his coat of mail. 
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By tlie bulkhead, tall and dark. 
Stood Tbraud Eame of Tlielemark, 

A figure gaunt and grand ; 
On his hairy ai-m impi-inted 
Was an anchor, azuie-tiuted ; 
Like Thor's hammer, huge and dinted 

Was hia brawny hand. 

Einar Tamberskclver, bare 
To the winds his golden liair. 

By the mainmast stood ; 
Graceful was his form, and slender, 
And his eyes were deep and tender 
As a woman's, in the spluudor 

Of her maidenhood. 



In the fore-bold Biorn and Bork 
Watched the sailors at their work : 

Heavens ! how they swore ! 
Thirty men they each eonuuauded, 
Iron-ainewed, homy-bandod. 
Shoulders broad, and cheBts expanded, 

Tugging at the oar. 

Tlicse, and many more like these, 
With King Olaf sailed the seas, 

Till the waters vast 
Filled tliein with a vagne devotion. 
With the freedom and the motion, 
With the roll and roar of ocean 

And the sounding blast. 

When they landed from the fleet, 

How they roared through Drontheim's street, 
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Boisterous as the gale I 
How tbey laughed and stamped and pounded, 
Till the tavern roof resounded. 
And the host looked on astounded 

As they drank the ale I 

Never saw the wild North Sea 
Such a gallant company 

Sail its billows blue ! 
Never, while they cruised and quarrelled, 1 
Old King Gorm, or BlufrTooth Harald, 
Owned a ship so well apparelled, 

Boasted such a crew I 



A little bird in the air 

Is singing of Thjri the fair, 

The sister of ^vend the Dane; 

And the song of the garrulous bird 

In the streets of the town is heard, 

And repeated again and again. 

Hoist up your sails of silk, 

And See away from each other. 

To King Burislaf, it is said. 
Was the beautiful Thyri wed, 

And a sorrowful bride went she ; 
And after a week and a day 
She has fled away and away 

From Ms town by the stormy sea. 
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Hoist up your saila of silk. 
And flee away from eacli other. 

They say, that through heat and through cold. 
Through weald, they say, aiid through wold, 

By day and by night, they say, 

She has fled ; and the gossips report 

She has come to King Olaf's court, 

And the town is all in dismay. 

Hoist up your saila of silk, 

And flee away from each other. 

It is whispered King Olaf has seen, 
Has talked with the beautiful Queen ; 
And fchey wonder how it will end ; 
For surely, if here she remain. 
It is war with lung Svend the Dane, 
And King Burislaf the Vend I 
Holat up your sails of silk. 
And flee away from each other. 

Oh, greatest wonder of all ! 

It is published in hamlet and hall, 

It roars like a flante that is fanned t 
The King — yes, Olaf the King — 
Haa wedded her with his ring. 
And Thyri is Queen in the land I 
Hoigt up your sails of silk. 
And flee away from each other. 
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Nortliward over Drontheim, 
Flew the clamorous aeargulls, 
Sang tha lark and linnet 
From the meadows green ; 

Weeping in her chamber, 
Lonely and unhappy, 

Sat the Drottning Thyri, 
Sat King Olaf 8 Queen. 

In at all the windows 
Streamed the pleasant Bunahine 
On the roof above her 
Softly cooed the dove ; 

But the sound she heard not, 
Nor the sunshine heeded, 
For the thoughts of Thyri 
Were not thoughts of love. 

Then King Olaf entered, 
Beautiful as morning. 
Like the sun at Easter 
Shone his happy face ; 

In his hand he carried 
Angelicas uprooted, 
With delicious fragrance 
Filling all the place. 
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.'Like a raiuy midnight 
Sat the Drottning Thyri, 
Even the smile of Olaf 

Coiild not cheer her gloom ; 

Kor the stalks he gave her 
With a gracious gesture, 
And with words as pleasant 
As their own perfume. 

In her hands he placed them, 
And her jewelled fingers 
Through the green leaves glistened 
Like the dews of mom ; 

But she cast them from her. 
Haughty aud iudtgnant, 
On the floor she threw them 
With a look o£ scorn. 

" Richer presents," said she, 
" Gave King Harald Gornison 
To the Queen, my mother, 
Than such worthless weeds ; 

" When he ravaged Norway, 

Laying waste the kingdom. 

Seizing scatt and treasure 

For her royal needs. 



" But tliou darest not venture 
Through the Sound to Vendland, 
My domains to i-escue 
From King Burislaf ; 
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" Lest King Svend of Denmark, 
Forked Beard, my brother, 
Scatter all thy vessels 
As the wind the chaS." 

Then up sprang King Olaf, 
Like a reindeer bounding. 
With an oath lie answered 
Thus the luckless Queen : 

" Never yet did Olaf 
Fear King Svend of Denmark ; 
This right hand shall hale Ituii 
By his forked chin ! " 

Then he left the chamber, 
Thundering through the doorway, 
Loud his steps resounded 
Down the outer stair. 

Smarting with the insult, 
Through the streets of Drontheim 
Strode he red and wratlif ul. 
With his stately air. 

All his ships he gathered, 

Summoned all his forces, 
Making his war levy 
In the region round. 

Down the coast of Norway, 
Like a flock of sea-gulla, 
Sailed the fleet of Olaf 

Through the Danish Sound. 
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With liis own liand fearless 
Steered lie the Long Serpent, 
Strained the crealiing cordage, 
Bent each boom atid ga£E ; 

Till in Vendland landing, 
The domains o£ Thyri 
He redeemed and rescued 
From King Burislaf. 

Then said Olaf , laughing, 
" Not t«n yoke of oxen 
Have the power to draw ub 
Like a woman's haii' I 

" Now will I confess it, 
Better things are jewels 
Than angelica Rtalke are 
For a queen to wear." 



KIKO BVEKD or THE FORKED BEARD- 

Loudly the sailors cheered 
Svend of the Forked Beard, 
As with hia fleet he steered 

Southward to Vendland ; 
Where with their couraes hauled 
All were together called, 
Under tlie Isle of Svald 

Kear to the m^nland. 
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After Qoeen Ganhad's death. 
So the cJii Saga saith. 
FHgbted King Sreiui his faitb 

To S^rid die Hw^h^ ; 
And to mratge his bride. 
Soothing her voonded pride. 
Over the wateis wide 

King OUf sought be. 

S61I OD her scomfnl face. 
Blushing with deep disgrace. 
Bore she the crimson trace 

Of OUf s gauntlet ; 
Like a malignant star. 
Blazing in heaven afar, 
Bed shone the angry scar 

Under her frontlet. 

Oft to King Svend she spake, 
" For thine own honors sake 
Shalt thou swift vengeance take 

On the vile coward ! " 
Until the King at last, 
Gusty and overcast, 
Like a tempestuous blast 

Threatened and lowered. 

Soon as the Spring appeared, 
Svend of the Forked Beard 
High bis red standard reared, 

Eager for battle ; 
While every warlike Dane, 
Seizing his arms Rgain, 
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Left all unsown the grain, 
Unhoused tlie ca,ttle. 



Likewise the Swedish King 
Summoned in haste a Thiny, 
Weapons and men to bring 

In aid of Denmark ; 
Eric the Norseman, too, 
As the war-tidings flew. 
Sailed with a chosen crew 

From Lapland and Finmark. 

So upon Easter day 
Sailed the three kings away, 
Out of the sheltered bay. 

In the bright season ; 
With them Earl SigviJd came. 
Eager for spoil and fame ; 
Pity that such a name 

Stooped to such treason t 

Safe under Svald at last, 
Now were their anchors cast. 
Safe from the sea and blast. 

Plotted the thi-ec kings ; 
While, with a base intent. 
Southward Earl Sigvald went, 
On a foul errand bent., 

Unto the Sea-kings, 

Thence to hold on his course 
Unto King Olars force. 
Lying within the hoai-se 
Mouths of Stet-haven ; 
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Him to ensnare and bring 
Unto the Danish king, 
Who his dead corse would fling 
Forth to the raven I 



xvni. 

KDXG OLAF AND EARL SIGVALD. 

On the gray seansands 
King Olaf stands, 
Northward and seaward 
He points with his hands. 

With eddy and whirl 
The sea-tides earl. 
Washing the sandals 
Of Sigvald the Earl. 

The mariners shont, 
The ships swing about, 
The yards are all hoisted. 
The sails flutter out. 

The war-horns are played, 
The anchors are weighed. 
Like moths in the distance 
The sails flit and fade. 

The sea is like lead, 
The harbor lies dead, 
As a corse on the sea-shore. 
Whose spirit has fled ! 
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On that fatal day. 
The histories aaj. 
Seventy vessels 
Sailed out of the bay. 

But soon scattered wide 
O'er the billows they ride. 
While Sigvald and Olaf 
Sail side by side. 

Cried the Earl: "Follow mel 
I your pilot will be, 
For I know all the channels 
Where flows the d«ep sea 1 " 

So into the strait 
Where his foes lie in wait^ 
Gallant King Olaf 
SailB to his fate I 

Then the sea'fog veils 
The ships and their sails ; 
Queen Sigrid the Haughty, 
Thy vengeance prevails ! 



•* Strike the sails ! " King Olaf said ; 
"Never shall men of mine take flight ; 

Kever away from battle I fled. 

Never away from my foes ! 
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Let God dispose 
Of my life in the fight ! " 

" Sound the horns ! " said Olaf the Klng^ ; 
Anil suddenly through the drifting brume 
The blare of the borus began to ring, 
IJke the terrible trumpet shock 

Of UegnanH;h, 
On the Day of Doolu 1 

Louder and louder the war-boms sang 
Over the level floor of the flood ; 
All the sails came down with a clang. 
And there in the iniilst overhead 

The 8un hiuig red 
As a drop of blood. 

Drifting donii on the Danish fleet 
Three together the ships were lashed, 
So that neither should turn and retreat ; 
Id the midst, but in front of the rest, 

The bumished crest 
Of the Serpent flashed. 

King Olaf stood on the quarter-deck, 
With bow of ash and arrows of oak. 
His gilded shield was without a floL'k, 
His helmet inlaid with gold. 

And in many a fold 
Hung his crimson cloak. 

Oil the forecastle Ulf the Red 
Watched the lashing of the ships ; 
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" If the Serpeut lie so far aliead. 
We shall have hard work of it here," 

Said he with a sneer 
On his bearded lips. 

King Olaf laid an arrow on string, 
" Have I a coward on board ? " said he. 
" Shoot it another way, O King ! " 

Sullenly answered Ulf , 
The old sea-wolf ; 
" You have need of me ! " 

In front came Svend, the King of the Danes, 
Sweeping down with his fifty rowers ; 
To the right, the Swedish king with his tlianes ; 
And on boar<) of the Iron Beard 

Earl Eric steered 
To the left with liis oars. 

" These soft Danes and Swedes," said the King, 
*' At home with their wives had better stay, 
Than come within reach of my Serpent's sting: 
But where Eric the Norseman leads 

Heroic deeds 
Will be done to-day 1 " 

Then as together the vessels crashed, 
Eric severed the cables of hide. 
With which King Olaf a ships were lashed, 
And left them to drive and drift 

With the currents swift 
Of the outwai-d tida. 
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Louder the war-liorns growl and snarl, 
Sliarper the dragons bite and sting I 
Eric the son of Hakon Jarl 
A death-^lrink salt as the sea 

Pledges to thee, 
Olaf the King ! 



XX. 

EINAR TAMBERSKELVEB. 

It was Einar Tamberskelver 

Stood beside the mast ; 
From his yew-bow, tipped with silver, 

Flew the arrows fast ; 
Aimed at Eric unavailing, 

As he sat concealed, 
Half behind the quarter-railing. 

Half behind his shield. 

First an arrow struck the tiller. 
Just above his head ; 
" Sing, O Eyvind SkaldaspiUer," 

Then Earl Eric said. 
" Sing the song of Hakon dying. 
Sing his funeral wail ! " 
And another arrow flying 
Grazed his coat of mail. 

Turning to a Lapland yeoman. 

As the arrow passed. 
Said Earl Eric, *' Shoot that bowman 

Standing by the mast.' 



?> 
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Sooner tliaii tlie word was sjiokeii 

Flew the yeoman's shaft ; 
Ginar's bow in twain was broken, 

Einar only laughed. 

" What was that? " said Olaf, standing 

On the quarter-deck. 
" Something heard I like the stranding 
Of a shattered wreck." 
Einar then, the arrow taking 
From the loosened string, 
Answered, " That was Norway breaking 
From thy hand, O King ! " 

" Thou art but a poor diviner," 

Straightway Olaf said ; 
" Take my bow, and swifter, Einar, 
Let thy shafts be sjred." 
Of his bows the fairest choosing, 

Reached be fi-om above ; 
Einar saw the blood-drops oozing 
Through his irou glove. 

But the bow was thin and narrow ; 

At the first assay. 
O'er its head he drew the arrow, 

Flung the bow away ; 
Said, with hot and angry temper 

Flushing in his cheek, 
"Olaf! for so great a Kaniper 

Are thy bows too weak ! " 

Then, with smile of joy defiant 
On hts Ix'ardless Up, 
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Scaled he, light and self-reliant, 

Eric's (tragon-sbip. 
Loose bis golden locks were Bowing, 

Bright his armor gleamed ; 
Like Saint Michael overthrowing 

Lucifer he seemed. 



XXT , 

Kraa OLArt DEATH-DBIWa. 

All day has the battle r^ed, 
All day have the ships engaged, 
But not yet is assuaged 

The vengeance of Eric the EarL 

The decks with blood are red, 
The arrows of death are sped. 
The ships are filled with the dead, 
And the spears the champions hurl. 

They drift as wrecks on the tide, 
The grappling-irons are plied. 
The boarders climb up the side. 
The shouts are feeble and few. 

Ah 1 never shall Norway ^aiii 
See her sailors come back o'er the main ; 
They all lie wounded or slain. 
Or asleep in the billows blue! 

On the deck stands Olaf the King, 
Around him whistle and stng 



THE SAGA OF KING OLAF lOf 

The spears tliat the foemeu fliug, 

And the stones they hurl with their hands. 

In the midst of the stones and the spears, 
Kolbiorn, the marshal, appears. 
His shield in the air he uprears, 

By the side of King Olaf he stands. 

Over the slippery wreck 
Of the Long Serpent's deck 
Sweeps Eric with hardly a check, 
Hif^ lipB with anger are pale ; 

He hews with his axe at the mast, 
Till it falla, with the sails overcast, 
Like a snow-covered pine in the vast 
Dim forests of Orkadale. 

Seeking King Olat then, 
He rushes aft with his men. 
As a hunter into the den 

Of the bear, when he stands at bay. 

** Remember Jarl Hakon \ " he cries ; 
When lo ! on his wondering eyes, 
Two kingly figures arise, 
Two Olaf a in warlike array! 

Then Kolbiorn speaks in the ear 
Of King Olaf a word of cheer, 
in a whisper that none may bear, 
With a smile on his tremulous lip ; 
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Two sliields 1*01361] high in the air, 
Two flashes of gohien hair, 
Two scarlet meteors' glare, 

And both have leaped from the ship. 

Earl Erio's men in the boats 
Seize Kolbiom's shield m it floats, 
And cry, from their hairy throats, 
" See I it is Olaf the King ! " 

While far on the opposite side 
Floats another shield on the tide, 
Like a jewel set in the wide 

Sear«urrent's eddying ring. 

There is told a wonderful tale. 
How the King stripped off his mail. 
Like leaves of the brown sea-kale. 
As he swam benea,th the main ; 

But the young grew old and gray, 
And never, by night or by day, 
In his kingdom of Norroway 
Was King Olaf seen again I 



xxn. 

THE NUN OF 

In the convent of Drontheim, 
Alone in her chamber 
Knelt Astrid the Abbess, 
At midnight, adoring, 
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Beaeecliing, entreating 
The Virgin anil Mother. 

She heard in the silence 
The voice of one speaking. 
Without in the darkness, 
In gusts of the night-wind, 
Now louder, now nearer, 
Now lost in the distance. 

The voice of a stranger 
It seemed as she listened, 
Of some one who answered 
Be&eeching, imploring, 
A cry from afar off 
She oould not distinguish. 

The voice of Saint John, 
The beloved disciple. 
Who wandered and waited 
The Master's appearance, 
Alone in the darkness. 
Unsheltered and friendless. 

" It is accepted, 
The angry defiance, 
The challenge of battle I 
It is accepted. 
But not with the weapons 
Of war that thou wieldesti 

" Cross against oorsclet, 
Love against }iatred, 
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Peaee-cry for war-cry I 

Patience is powerful ; 

He tliat o'ercomcth 

Hath power o'er the nations! 

*' As torrents in summer, 
Half dried in their channelB, 
Suddenly rise, though the 
Sky is still cloudless, 
For rain has been falling 
Far off at their fountains ; 

" So hearts that are fainting 
Grow full to o'erflowing, 

And they that behold it 
Marvel, and know not 
That God at their fountains 
Far off has l>een raining ! 

" Stronger than steel 
la the sword of the Spirit ; 
Swifter than arrows 
The light of the truth is, 
Grreater than anger 
la love, and subdueth ! 

" Thou art a phantom, 
A shape of the sea-mist, 
A shape of the brumal 
Eain, and the darkness 
Fearful and formless ; 
Day dawns and thou art not ! 
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" The (lawn b not distant, 
Nor is the niglit starless ; 
Love is eternal ! 
G<xl is still God, and 
His faith shall not fall us ; 
Christ is eternal I " 

INTERLUDE. 

A STRAIN of music closed tLe tale, 
A low, monotonous, funeral wail, 
That with its eadiinee, wild and sweet, 
Made the long Saga more complete. 

" Thank God," the Theologian said, 

" The reign of violence is dead. 
Or dying sui-ely from the world ; 
While Love triumphant I'eigns instead, 
And in a brighter sky o'erhead 
His blessed banners are unfurled. 
And most of all thank God for this : 
The war and waste o£ clashing creeds 
Now end in words, and not in deeds. 
And no one suffers loss, or hleeds. 
For thoughts that men call heresies. 

" I stand without here in the porch, 
I hear the bell's melodious din, 
I hear the organ peal within, 
I hear the prayer, with wonls that scorch 
Like sparks from an inverted torch, 
I hear the sermon upon sin. 
With threatenings of the last account- 



J 
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And all, translated in the air, 

E«at!h me but as our duar Lord's Prayer, 

And aa the Sermon on the Mount. 

" Must it be Calvin, and not Christ? 
Must it be Athanasian creeds. 
Or holy water, books, and beads ? 
Must struggling souls remain content 
With councils and decrees of Trent? 
And can it be enough for these 
The Christian Church the year embalms 
With evergreens and boughs of palms. 
And fills the air with litanies ? 

" I know that yonder Pharisee 
Thanks God that he is not like me; 
In my humiliation dressed, 
I only stand and beat my breaat, 
And pray for human charity. 

" Not to one church alone, but seven. 
The voice prophetic spake from heaven ; 
And unto each the promise camo, 
Diversified, but still the same ; 
For him that overcometh are 
The new name written on the stone, 
The raiment white, the crown, the throne, 
And I will give him the Morning Star ! 

" Ah ! to how many Faith has been 
No evidence of things imseen, 
But a dim shadow, tliat recasts 
The creed of the Pbantasiasts, 
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For whom no Man of Sorrows died, 
For whom tbe Tragedy Divine 
Was but a symbol and a sign, 
And Christ a phantom crucified t 

" For others a diviner creed 
Is living in the life they lead. 
The passing of their beautiful feet 
Blesses the pavement of the street. 
And all their looks and words repeat 
Old Fuller's saying, wise and sweet, 
Not aa a vulture, but a dove, 
The Holy Ghost came from above. 

** And this brings back to me a tale 
So sad the hearer well may quail. 
And question if such things can be ; 
Yet in the chronicles of Spain 
Down the dark pages runs this stain. 
And naught cau wash them white again, 
So fearful is the tragedy." 
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H "iroTember 20, 1802. At work on a tjile oaUnd Turquemaiia 

I tor the Sudhurg Tola." 

H ■' DL«einber 5 [M nudniglit]. PiuUiml Twjucmorfa, — a 

H distniil itary of f analioiBm ; bnt in its niBin |ioiiitii hiatJiria. See 

H Jit CHtri), FreleiilaaUa E^paaaius, pi^« 311. " 

L 



In the heroic days when Ferdinand 
Ami Isabella ruled the Spanish lufid. 
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And Torque mada, with bis subtlt) bruin. 

Ruled tbem, as Grajid Inquisitor of Spalq^ 

In a great cattle near Valladolid, 

Moated and high and by fair woodlands bid. 

There dwelt, as from tbe chronicles we learn. 

An old Hidalgo proud and tavitum. 

Whose name baa perished, with bis toweia of 

stone, 
And all his actions save this one alone ; 
Tbli one, so terrible, perhaps 't were beat 
If itj^^oo, were forgotten with the rest ; 
Unless, perchance, our eyes can see therein 
The martyrdom triomphant o'er the nin ; 
A double picture, with its gloom and glow, 
The splendor overhead, the death below. 

Thia sombre man counted each day as lost 
On which his feet no sacred threshold crossed ; 
And when he chanced the passing Host to meet, 
He knelt and prayed devoutly in the street ; 
Oft he confessed ; and with eaeh mutinous though) 
As vrith wild beasts at Ephesus, be fought. 
In deep contrition scourged himself in Lent, 
Walked in processions, with his head down bene 
At plays of Corpus Christi oft was seen. 
And on Palm Sunday bore his bough of green. 
His sole diversion was to hunt tbe boar 
Through tangled thickets of the forest hoar, 
Or with his jingling mules to hurry doivn 
To some grand buU-figbt in the neighboring towB^ 
Or in the crowd with lighted taper stand, 
When Jews were burned, or banished from the 
land. 
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Then stirred within hira a tumultuous joy ; 
The demon whose delight is to destroy 
Shook him, and shouted with a trumpet tone, 
" Kill I kill I and let the Loi-d find out his own ! " 



And now, in that old castle in the wood. 
His daughters, in the dawn of woraanliood, 
Beturaing from their convent school, had made 
Resplendent with their bloom the forest shade, 
Reminding him of their dead mother's face, 
Whuii first she came into that gloomy place, t-^ 
A memory iu bis heart as dim and sweet 
As moonlight in a solitary street, 
Where the same rays, that lift the sea, are thrown 
Lovely but powerless upon walls of stone, 
These two fair daughters of a mother dead 
Were all the dream had left him as it fled. 
A joy at first, and then a growing care, 
Ab if a voice within him cried, " Beware I " 
A vague presentiment of impending doom, 
Like ghostly footsteps in a vacant room. 
Haunted him day and night ; a fonnless fear 
That death to some one of his house was near, 
With dark surmises of a hidden crime. 
Made life itself a death before its time. 
Jealous, suspicious, with no sense of shame, 
A spy upon his daughters he became ; 
With velvet slippers, noiseleaa on the floors, 
He glided softly through half-open doors ; 
Now in the room, and now u|»on the stair. 
He stood beside theiu ere they were aware ; 
We listened in the passage when they talked, 
He watched them from the casement when they 
walked, 



J 
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He saw the gypsy haimt the river's ^de, 
He saw tlie monk among the cork-trees glide ; 
And, tortured by the mystery and the doubt 
Of some dark secret, past his finding out, 
BafBed he paused ; then reassured agaia 
Pursued the flying phantom of his brain. 
He watched them even when they knelt in cbui 
And then, descending lower in his search, 
Questdoned the servants, and with eager eyes 
Listened incredulous to their replies ; 
The gypsy ? none had seen her iu the wood 1 
The iitoiik ? a mendicant in search of food I 

At length tlie awful revelation came, 

Crushing at once his pride of birtlt and name; 

The hopes his yearning bosom forward east 

Aitd the ancestral glories of the past. 

All fell together, cniinhliDg in disgrace, 

A turret rent from battlement to base. 

His daughters talking in the dead of night 

In their own chamber, and without a light, 

Listening, as he was wont, he overheard, 

And learned the drcEidfuI secret, word by wordg 

And hurrying from bis castle, with a cry 

He raised his hands to the unpitying sky, 

Repeating one dread word, till bush and tree 

Caught it, and shuddering answered, " Heresy [*l 

Wrapped in his cloak, his hat drawn o'er hia f 
Now hurrying forward, now with lingering pat 
He walked all night the alleys of his park, 
With one unseen companion in the dark, 
The Demon who withiii him lay in wait 
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And by his presence turned his love to hate, 

Forever muttering in an undertone, 

" Kill 1 kill I and let the Lord find out bia own I " 

Upon the morrow, after early Mass, 
While yet the dew was glistening on the grass, 
And all the woods were musical with birds, 
The old Hidalgo, uttering fearful words, 
Walked homeward with the Priest, and in his 

room 
Summoned his trembling daughters to their doom. 
When questioned, with brief answers they replied. 
Nor when accused evaded or denie<l ; 
Bxpostulations, passionate appeals, 
All that the human heart most fears or feels, 
la Tain the Priest with earnest voice essayt^d ; 
In vain the father threatened, wept, and prayed j 
Until at last he said, with haughty mien, 
" The Holy Office, then, must iutervene ! " 

And now the Grand Inquisitor of Spain, 
With all the fifty horsemen of his train. 
His awful name resounding, like the blast 
Of funeral trumpets, as he onward passed. 
Came to Valladolid, and there began 
To harr^' the rich Jews with fire and ban. 
To him the Hidalgo went, and at the gate 
Demanded audience on affairs of state, 
And in a secret ehamW-r stood before 
A venerable graybeard of fourscore, 
Dressed in the hood and habit of a friar ; 
Out of his eves flashed a consuming fire, 
And in his hand the mystic horn he held. 
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\VLii;b poison aad all noxious charms dispelled. \ 

He heard in silence the Hidalgo's tale. 

Then answered in a voice that made him quail : 

" Son of the Church ! when Abraham of old 

To sacrifice his only son was told, 

He did not pause to parley nor protest, 

But hastened to obey the Lord's behest. 

In him it was accounted righteousness ; 

The Holy Church expects of thee no less 1 " 

A sacred frenzy seized the father's bnun, 
And Mercy from that hour implored in yain. 
Ah ! who will e'er believe the words I say ? 
His daughters he accused, and the same dny 
They both were east into the dungeon's gloom, 
That dismal antechambei' of the tomb. 
Arraigned, condemned, and sentenced to the flam 
The secret torture and the public shame. 

Then to the Grand Inquisitor once more 
The Hidalgo went more eager than before, 
And said ; " When Abraham offered up his s 
He clave the wood wherewith it might be done. 
By his example tauglit, let me too bring 
Wood from the forest for my offering ! " 
And the deep voice, without a pause, replied : 
" Son of the Church I by faith now justified, 
Complete thy sacrifice, even as thou wilt ; 
The Church absolves thy conscience from 
guilt I " 



Then this most wretched father went his way 
Into the woods, that round his castle lay. 



TOSQUEMADA 117 

Where once his daughter;; in their childhood played 

With thejr young mother in the sun and shade. 

Now all the leaves bad fallen ; the brauehes bare 

Made a perpetual moaning in the air, 

And screaming from their eyries overhead 

The ravens sailed atliwart the sky of lead. 

With his own hands he lopped the boughs and 

bound 
Fagots, that crackled with foreboding sound, 
And on his mules, caparisoned and gay 
With liells and tassels, sent thein on their way. 

Then with his mind on one dark purpose bent, 

Again to the Inquisitor he went, 

And said : " Behold, the fagots I have brought. 

And now, lest my atonement be as naught, 

Grant me one more reqiiest, one last desire, — 

With my own hand to light the funeral fire ! " 

And Torquemada answered from his seat, 

" Son of the Church ! Thine offering is complete ; 

Her servants through all ages shall not cease 

To magnify thy deed. Depart in peace ! " 

Upon the market-place, builded of stone 

The scaffold rose, whereon Death claimed his own. 

At the four cornel's, in stern attitude. 

Four statues of the Hebrew Prophets stood, 

Gazing with calm indifference in their eyes 

Upon this place of human sacrifice. 

Round wiiioh was gathering fast the eager crowd. 

With clamor of voices dissonant and loud. 

And every roof and window was alive 

With restless gazers, swarming like a hive. 
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The churcli-bella tolled, the chant of monks A 

near. 

Loud trumpets stammered forth their notes of i< 
A line of torches smoked along the street, 
There was a etir, a rui^h, a tramp of feet, 
And, with its banners floating in the air. 
Slowly the long procession crossed the square. 
And, to the statiies of the Prophets bound, 
The victims stood, with fagots piled around. 
Then all the air a blast of trumpets shook, 
And louder sang the monks with bell and book, ] 
And the Hidalgo, lofty, stem, and proud. 
Lifted his torch, and, bursting through the crowi 
Lighted in haste the fagots, and then fleil. 
Lest those imploring eyes shoidd strike him dea 

O pitiless skies! why did your clouds retain 
For peasants' fields their floods of hoarded rain 7 
O pitiless earth I why open no abyss 
To bury in its chasm a crime like this ? 

That'night, a mingled column of fire and emoka I 
From tlie dark tliiekets of tlie forest broke. 
And, glaring o'er the landscape leagues away. 
Made all the fields and hamlets bright as day. 
Wrappeil in a sheet of flame the castle blazed, 
And as the villagers in terror gazed. 
They saw the figure of that cruel knight 
Lean from a window in the turret's height. 
His ghastly face illumined with the glare, 
Ilis hands upraised above his head in prayer. 
Till the floor sank beneath him, and he fell 
Down the black hollow of tluit burning well. 
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Three centuries and more above liu bones 
Have piled the oblivious years like funeral stones ; 
His name has perished with him, and no trai;e 
Remains on eai'th of his afflicted race ; 
But Torquemada's name, with clouds o'ercast, 
Looms in the distant landscape of the Past, 
Like a burnt tower upon a blackened heath. 
Lit by the fires of buruing woods beneath ! 

INTERLUDE, 

Thus closed the tale of guilt and gloom, 

That caat upon each listener's fac« 

Its shadow, and for some brief space 

Unbroken silence filled the room. 

The Jew was thoughtful and distressed ; 

Upon bis memory thronged and pressed 

The persecution of bis race, 

Their wrongs and sufferings and diagraco ; 

His head was sunk upon his breast, 

And from his eyes alternate came 

Flashes of vratb and tears of shame. 

The Student first the silence broke. 
As one who long has lain in v/ait. 
With purpose to retaliate. 
And thus he dealt the avenging stroke. 
" In sack a company as this, 
A tale BO tragic seems amiss. 
That by its terrible conti-ol 
O'ermasters and drags down the soul 
Into a fathomh-HS abyss, 
The Italian TalcK that you disdain. 
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Some merry Nigit of Straparole, 
Or Machiavelli's Belphagor, 
Would cheer ua and delight us more. 
Give greater pleasure and le^s pain 
Than your grim tragedies of Spain ! " 

And here the Poet raised his hand, 
With such entreaty and command. 
It stopped discussion at its birth. 
And said : " The story I shall tell 
Has meaning in it, if not mirth ; 
Listen, and bear wliat once befell 
The merry birds of Killingwortli ! " 



THE POET'S TALE. 

THE BIRDS QF KIt.LINGWOBTH 

Published in The Atlantic AfonfWy, Deoeinber, 1863, 

It was the season, when through all the land 
The merle and marls build, and building si 

Those lovely lyrica, written by His han<l. 
Whom Saxon Csedmon calls the Blithe-hi 
King ; 

When on the boughs the purple buds expand, 
The banners of the vanguard of the Spring, 

And rivulets, rejoicing, msh and leap, 

And wave their fluttering signals from the steep. 




The robin and the bluebird, piping loud, 

Filled all the blossoming orchards with tfaeii 
glee : 
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The spar;-owa chiqted as if they still were proud 

Tbeir ra«e in Holy Writ should mentioned be ; 
Aud hungry crows, assembled in a crowdi 

Clamored their piteous prayer incessantly, 
Knowing who hears the ravens cry, and said : 
" Give us, O Lord, this day, our daily bread I " 

Across the Sound the birds of passage sailed, 
Speaking some unknown language strange and 
sweet 

Of tropic isle remote, and passing bailed 

The village with the cheei-s of all their fleet ; 

Or quarrelling together, laughed and railed 
Like foreign sailors, landed in the street 

OF seaport town, and with outlandish noise 

Of oaths and gibberish frightening girls and boys. 

Thns came the jocund Spring in Killingworth, 
In fabulous days, some hundred years ago ; 

And thrifty farmers, as they tilled the earth, 
Heard with alarm the cawing of the crow, 

That mingled with the imiversal mirth, 
Cassandra-like, prognosticating woe ; 

They shook their heads, and doomed with dreadful 
words 

To swift destruction the whole race of birds. 

And a town-meeting was convened straightway 
To set a price upon the guilty heads 

Of these marauders, who, in lieu of pay. 
Levied black-mail upon the garden beds 

And corniields, and bclield without dismay 
The uwful scarecrow, with his fluttering shreds i 
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Tbe skeleton that waited at their feast, 
^^erebj their sisful pleasure was increased. 

Then from hi;; house, a temple painted white, 
With duted columns, and a roof of red. 

The Squire came forth, auguBt and splendid sight ! 
Slowly descending, with majestic tread. 

Three flights of steps, nor looking left nor right, 
Down the long street he walked, as one who 
said, 

" A towD that boasts inhabitants like me 

Can have no lack of good society ! " 

The Parson, too, appeared, a man austere, 
The instinct of whose nature was to kill ; 

The wrath of God he preached fi^om year to y 
And read, with fervor, Edwards on the Willy 

Hia favorite pastime was to slay the deer 
In Summer on some Adirondac hill ; 

E'en now, while walking down the rural lane, 

He lopped the wayside lilies with his cane. 

From the Academy, whose belfry crowned 
The hill of Science with its vane of brass, 

Came the Preceptor, gazing idly round, 
Now at the clouds, and now at the green g 

And all absorbed in reveries profound 
Of fair Alraira in the upper class, 

Who was, as in a sonnet he liad said. 

As pure as water, and as good as bread. 

And next the Deacon issued from his door. 
In his voluminous neck-cloth, white as snow ; 
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A suit of sable bombazine he wore ; 

Hia form was ponderous, and his step was slow ; 
There never was so wise a man before ; 

Jle seemed the incarnate " Well, I told you bo ! " 
And to perpetuate his great renown 
There was a street named after him in town. 

These came together in the new town-hall, 
With sundry farmers from the region ixiund. 

The Squire presided, dignified and tall. 

His ail' impressive and his reasoning sound ; 

111 fared it with the birds, both great and small ; 
Hardly a friend in all that crowd they found, 

But enemies enough, who every one 

Charged them with all the crimes beneath the 



When they had ended, from his place apart 
Rose the Preceptor, to redress the wiong. 

And, trembling like a steed before the start, 
Looked round bewildered on the expectant 
throng ; 

Then thought of fair Almira, and took heart 
To speak out what was in him, clear and strong. 

Alike regardless of their smile or frown. 

And qL^te determined not to be laughed down. 

" Plato, anticipating the Reviewers, 

From his Republic banished without pity 

The Poets ; in this little town of yours. 

You put to death, by means of a Committee, 

The ballatl-singers and the Troubadours, 
The street-musicians of the heavenly city. 



^y^"»* ftr _« 
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Hm dnfcet tbej ipaik, wbere m^i&s 
Atone an the iim i|«iii n rf Ai^ht? 

Wham hontehtiid vosda are vngB in aaan kcTS, 
Hwc«ter Uian inrtnuDait oC man e'tf cxi^fat I 

WUntti habitations in the tree-tops ereo 

An half-wa; Imums on Uie road to hesTen ! 




"Think, t:<n>ry tDonntig wben tbe son peeps 
thrfjiigh 
Tli'^ iliiii, k-iif-Iiittictd windows of the 
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How jubilant the happy birds renew 
Their old, melodious madrigals of love t 

And when you think o£ this, remember too 
'T 19 always morning somewhere, and above 

The awakening contincnta, from shore to i^hore. 

Somewhere the birds are singing evermore. 

" Think of your woods and orchards without 
birds ! 

Of empty nests that cling to boughs and beams 
As in an idiot's brain remembered words 

Hang empty 'mid the cobwebs of his dreams I 
Will bleat of fioeks or bellowing of herds 

Make up for the lost music, when your teams 
Drag home the stingy harvest, and no more 
The feathered gleaners follow to your door ? 

*' What ! would you rather see the incessant stir 
Of insects in the windrows of the hay, 

And hear the locust and the grasshopper 
Their melancholy hurdy-gurdies play ? 

Is this more pleasant to you than the whir 
Of meadow-lark, and her sweet roundelay, 

Or twitter of little field-fares, as you take 

Tour nooning in the shade of bush and brake ? 

" Yon call them thieves and pillagers ; but know, 
They are the winged wardens of your farms. 

Who fi'om the cornfields drive the insidious foe. 
And from your harvests keep a hundred harms ; 

Even tlie blackest of them all, the crow, 
Kenders good service as your man-at-arms. 
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Cmahing the beetle in bts eoKt of nail, 
AjuI ciTuig hsToc OB the ilx^ aiHl toaSL 

" How <aa I teach jaax ebiUiva gentleiiees. 
And merrr to Uw weak, and rererence 

For Life, which, in its weakness or excess. 
Is still a gleam of Gtxl's omnipotetiee. 

Or Death, which, seeming darkneaB, b no lean 
The aelbame light, allhoagh arerted hence. 

When bj jonr lawa, your aiction^ and toot s] 

Yon contradict the very things 1 teach? 

"With this he closed ; and throngh the aodience 
went 
A marmnr, like the mstle of dead learra ; 
The fanners laoghed and nodded, and some 
bent 
Their yellow heads together like their sheaves ; 
Men have no faith in fiae-spnn sentiment 

\Vbo put their trust in bollocks and in beeves. 
The birds were doomed ; and, as the 

shows. 
A bounty offered for the heads of crows. 



There was another audience out of reach. 
Who had no voice nor vote in making laws. 

But in the papers read his little speech. 

And crowned his modest temples with applause 

They made him conscious, each one more than 
each, 
He still was victor, vanquished in their cause. 

Sweetest of all the applause be won from thee, 

O fair Abnira at the Academy I 
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Aii<I so the di-eadful masuacre began ; 

O'er fields and orchards, and o'er woodland 
crests. 
The ceaseless fusillade of terror ran. 

Dead fell the birds, with blood-staius on their 
breasts, 
Or wounded crept away from sight of man, 

Wliile the young died of famine in their 
nests ; 
A slaughter to be told in groans, not words. 
The very St. Bartholomew of Birds I 

The Summer came, and all the birds were dead ; 

The days were like hot coals ; the very ground 
Was bunied to ashes ; in the orehartls fed 

Myriads of catei'pillars, and around 
The cultivated fields and garden beds 

Hosts of devouring insects crawled, and found 
No foe to cheek their march, till they had made 
The land a desert without leaf or shade. 

Devoured by worms, like Herod, was the town, 

Because, like Herod, it had ruthlessly 
Slaughtered the Innocents. From the trees spun 
down 
The canker-worms upon the passers-by, 
. Upon each woman's bonnet, shawl, and gown. 
Who shook thom off with just a little cry ; 
They were the terror of each favorite walk. 
The entUess theme of all the village talk. 

The fariuers grew Impatient, but a few 

Confessed their error, and would not complain, 
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For after all, the best thing one cs 

When it is raining, is to let it r 
Then they repealed the law, although they knew ! 

It would not call the dead to life again ; 
As Bchool-boyB, finding their mistake too late, 
Draw a wet sponge across the accusing slate. 

That year in Killingworth the Autumn came 
Without the light of hia majestic look. 

The wonder of the falling tongues of flame. 
The illumined pages of his Doom's-Day book. 

A few lost leaves blushed crimson with theii 
shame. 
And drowned themselves despairing in the brook, 

While the wild wind went moaning everywhere. 

Lamenting the dead children of the air I 



But the next Spring a stranger sight was seen, 
A sight that never yet by bard was sung. 

As great a wonder as it would have been 
If some dumb animal had found a tongue ! 

A wagon, overarched with evergreen, 

Upon whose boughs were wicker cages hung, 

All full of singing birds, came down the street, 

Filling the air vrith music wild and sweet. 

From all the country round these birds were ' 

brought, 

By order of the toMTi, with anxious quest, 
And, loosened from their wicker prisons, sought 

In woods and fields the places they loved best, 
Singing loud canticles, which many thought 

Were satires to the authoritiea addressed. 



While others, listening in green lanes, averred 
Such lovely music never had been heard I 

But hlither still and louder carolled tliey 
Upon the morrow, for they seemed to know 

It was the fair Aluiira's wedding-day. 
And everywhere, around, above, Lelow, 

When the Preceptor bore his bride away. 
Their songs biu-st forth in joyous overtlow. 

And a new heaven bent over a new earth 

Amid the suimy farms of Killingworth. 

FINALE. 

TiiE hour was late ; the fire burned low. 
The Landlord's eyes were closed in sleep, 
And near the story's end a deep 
Sonorous sound at times was heard, 
As when the distant bagpipes blow. 
At this all laughed ; the Landlord stirred, 
As one awaking from a swound, 
And, gaziug anxiously around, 
Protested that he had not slept, 
But only shut his eyes, and kept 
His ears attentive to each word. 

Then all arose, and said " Good Night." 
Alone remained the drowsy Squire 
To rake the embers of the fire. 
And quench the waning parlor light : 
While from the windows, hvrv- and there, 
The scattered lamps a moment gleamed, 
And the illiuitined hostel seemed 
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The constellation of the Bear, 
Downward, athwart the misty air, 
Sinking and setting toward the sun. 
Far off the village clock struck one. 




PRELUDE. 



A COLD, uninterrupted rain, 

That washed each souther a window-paoe. 

And made a river of the road ; 

A sea of mist that overflowed 

The house, the barns, the gilded vane. 

And drowned the upland and the plain. 

Through which the oak-trees, broad and high. 

Like phantom ships went drifting by ; 

And, hidden behind a watery screen. 

The sun unseen, or only seen 

As a faint pallor in the aky ; — 

Thus cold and colorless and grayi 

The morn of that autiunual day. 

As if reluctant to begin. 

Dawned on the silent Sudbury Inn, 

And all the guests that in it lay. 

Full late they slept. They did not hear 
The challenge of Sir Chanticleer, 
Who on the empty threshing-floor. 
Disdainful of the rain outside. 
Was strutting with a martial stride, 
As if upon his thigh he wore 
The famous broadswortl of the Squire, 
And stud, " Behold me, and admire I " 
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Only the Poet seemed to hear. 

In drowse or dreaui, more near and near 

Across the border-land of sleep 

The blowing of a blithesome horn, 

That laughed the dismal day to ricorn ; 

A splash of hoofs and rush of whetls 

Through sand and mire like stranding keels. 

As from the road with sudden sweep 

The Mail drove up the little steep. 

And stopped beside the tavern door ; 

A moment stopped, and then again 

With crack of whip and bark of dog 

Plunged forward through the sea of fog. 

And all was silent as before. — 

AH silent save the dripping rain. 

Then one by one the guests came down, 
And greeted with a ainile the Squire, 
Who sat before the parlor fire, 
Reading the paper fresh from town. 
First the Sicilian, like a bird. 
Before his form appeareil, was heard 
"Wliistling and singing down the stair ; 
Then came the Student, with a look 
As phicid aa a meadow-brook ; 
The Theolo^an, still perplexed 
With thoughts of this world and the next ; 
The Poet then, as one who seems 
Walking in visions and in dreams ; 
Then the Musician, like a fair 
Hyperion from whose golden hair 
The radiance of the morning streams ; 
And last the aromatic Jew 
Of Alioant, who, as he threw 
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The door wide open, on the air 
Breathed round about him a perfume 
Of damask roses in full bloom, 
Making a garden of the room. 

The breakfast ended, each pursued 
The promptings of his various mood j 
Beside the fire in silence smoked 
The taciturn, impassive Jew, 
Lost in a pleasant revery ; 
M^hile, by his gravity provoked, 
His jiortrait the Sicilian drew, 
And wrote beneath it " Edrehi, 
At the Red Horse iu Sudbury." 

By far the busiest of them all. 

The Theologian in the hall 

Was feeding robins in a cage, — 

Two corpideut and lazy bii-ds. 

Vagrants and pilferers at best. 

If one might trust the hostler's words. 

Chief instrument of their arrest ; 

Two poets of the Golden Age, 

Heirs of a boundless heritage 

Of fields and orchards, east and west, 

And sunshine of long summer days. 

Though outlawed now and dispossessed I 

Such was the Theologian's phrase. 

Meanwhile the Student held discourse 
With the Musician, on the source 
Of all the legendary lore 
Among the nations, scattered wide 
Like silt and seaweed by the force 
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And fluctuation of the tide ; 

The tale repeated o'er and o'«r. 

With ritatige of pl>ee and change of mane, 

IXagnised, tnutsfonned. and yet the mm 

Wfl 've beard a hasdml btnea befoce. 

The Poet at Uie window mused. 
Anil eaw, as in a dream cmifused. 
The coontenance of the Sun, discrowned. 
And hazard with a pale despair, 
yVnd saw the cloud-rack trail and drift 
Before it, and the trees uplift 
Their leafless branches, and the air 
Filled with the arrows of the rain. 
And heard amid the mist below. 
Like voices of distress and pain. 
That haunt the thoughts of men insane. 
The fateful cawinga of the crow. 

Then down the road, with mad besprent, 
And drenched with rain from head to hoof. 
The rain-drops dripping from his mane 
And tail as from a. pent-honse roof, 
A jaded horse, his head down bent, 
Passed slowly, limping as he went. 

The young Sicilian — who had grown 
Impatient longer to abide 
A prisoner, greatly mortified 
To see completely overthrown 
His plans for angling in the brook, 
And, leaning o'er the bridge of stone, 
To watch the speckled trout glide by. 
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And float tlirougb the inverted sky, 
Still round anil round the baited hook — 
Now paced the room with rapid stride. 
And, pausing at the Poet'u side, 
Looked forth, and saw the wretched steed, 
And said : " Alaa for human greed, 
That with cold hand and stonj eye 
Thus tui-na an old friend out to die. 
Or beg his food from gate to gate I 
This brings a tale into my mind. 
Which, if you are not disiuclined 
To listen, I will now relate." 

All gave assent ; all wished to hear, 
Not without many a jest and jeer, 
Tho story of a spavined steed ; 
And even the Student with the rest 
Put in his pleasaat little jest 
Out of Malherbe, that Pegasus 
Is but a horse that with all speed 
Bears poets to the hospital ; 
While the Sicilian, self-possessed. 
After a moment's interval 
Began his simple story thus. 

THE SICILIAN'S TALE. 

THE BELL OF ATRI. 



At Atn in Abruzzo, a small town 

Of ancient Roman date, but scant renown, 
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One of tliowe little places that have run 

Half up the liill, beneath a blazing sun, 

And then sat down to rest, as if to say, 

" I climb no farther upward, come what may," 

The Re Giovanni, now unknown to fame, 

So many monarchs since have borne the name, 

Had a great bell bung in the market-place, 

Beneath a roof, projecting some small space 

By way of shelter from the sun and rain. 

Then rode he through the streets with all his train. 

And, with the blast of trumpets loud and long, 

Made proclamation, that whenever wrong 

Was done to any man, he should but ring 

The great bell in the square, and he, the Kin 

Would cause the Syndic to decide thereon. 

Such was the proclamation of King John. 

How Bwift the happy days in Atri sped, 
What wrongs were righted, neeil not here be said. 
Suffice it that, as all things must decay. 
The hempen rope at length was worn away, 
Unravelled at the end, and, strand by strand. 
Loosened and wasted in the ringer's hand. 
Till one, who noted this in passing by, 
Mended the rope with braids of briony, 
So that the leaves and tendrils of the vine 
Hung like a votive garland at a shrine. 



By chance it happened that in Atri dwelt 
A knight, with spur ou heel and sword in belt, 
Who loved to hunt the wild-boar in the woods. 
Who loved his falcons with their crimson hoods. 
Who loved his hounds and horsea, and all sport 
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And prodigalities of camps and courts ; — 
Loveil, or had loved them ; for a.t last, grown old, 
His only passion was the love of gold. 

He sold his horses, sold his hawks and hoiinds, 
Eented liia viueyarda and his garden -grounds. 
Kept but one steed, his favorite steed of all. 
To starve and shiver in a naked stall, 
And day by day sat brooding in his chair, 
Devising plans how best to hoard and spare. 

At length he said : " What is the use or need 
To keep at my own cost this lazy steed, 
£ating his head off in my stables here. 
When rents are low and provender is dear? 
Let hiin go feed upon the public ways ; 
I want hiru only for the holidays." 
So the old steed was turned into the heat 
Of the long, lonely, silent, shadelcsa street ; 
And wandered in suburban lanes forlorn. 
Barked at by dogs, and torn by brier and thorn. 

One afternoon, as in that sultry clime 

It is the custom in the summer time, 

With bolted doors and window-shutters closed. 

The inhabitants of Atri slept or dozed ; 

Wlien suddenly upon their senses fell 

The loud alarm of the accusing bell I 

The Syndic started from his deep repose. 

Turned on his conch, and listened, and then rose 

And donned his robes, and with reluctant pace 

Went panting forth into the market-place. 

Where the great bell npon its cross-beam swung, 
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Reiterating witb persisteot tongue, 
111 half -art iciilate jargon, the old song : 
" Some one hath done a wrong, hath done j 
wrong ! " 

But ere he reached the helfry's light arcade 
He saw, or thought he saw, beneath its shade. 
No shape of human form of woman bom. 
But a poor steed dejected and forlorn. 
Who with uplifted head and eager eye 
Was tugging at the vines of briony. 
" Domeneddio ! " cried the Syndic straight, 
" This is the Knight of Atri's steed of state ' 
He calls for justice, being sore distressed. 
And pleads his cause as loudly as the best." 

Meanwhile from street and lane a noisy crowd 

Had rolled together like a summer cloud. 

And told the story of the wretched beast 

In five-and-twenty different ways at least, 

With much gesticulation and appeal 

To heathen gods, in their excessive zeal. 

The Knight was called and questioned ; in reply J 

Did n"ot confess the fact, did not deny ; 

Treated the matter as a pleasant jest. 

And set at naught the Syndic and the rest. 

Maintaining, in an angry undertone. 

That he should do what pleased him with his o 

And thereupon the Syndic gravely read 

The proclamation of the King ; then said : 

" Pride goeth forth on horseback grand and gay, J 

But Cometh back on foot, and begs its way ; 
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Fame is the fragrance of heroic deeds, 
Of flowers of chivaliy ami not of weeds I 
These are familiar proverbs ; but I fear 
They never yet have reai'heii your knightly ear. 
What fair renown, what honor, what repute 
Can come to you from starving this poor brute ? 
He who serves well and speaks not, merits more 
Than they who clamor loudest at the door. 
Therefore the law decrees that as this steed 
Served you in youth, henceforth you shall take 

To comfort his old age, and to provide 
Shelter in stall, and food and field beside." 

The Knight withdrew abashed ; the people all 
Led home the steed in triumph to Lis stall. 
The King heard and approved, and laughed in glee. 
And cried aloud : " Right well it pleaseth me \ 
Church-bells at best but ring us to the door ; 
But go not in to mass ; my bell doth move : 
It Cometh into court and pleads the cause 
Of creatures dumb and unknown to the laws ; 
And this sliall make, in every Christian clime, 
The Bell of Atri famous for all time." 
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" Yes, well your story pleads the cause 
Of those dumb mouths that have no speech, 

. Only a cry from each to each 
In its own kind, with its own laws ; 
Something that is beyond the reach 
Of human power to leani or teach, — 
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Au inarticulate moan of pain, 
Lik« the immeasurable main 
BreakiDg upon au uuknown beach." 

Thus spake the Poet with a sigh ; 
Then added, with impassioned cry. 
As one who feels the words he speaks. 
The color flnahing in his cheeks, 
The fervor burning in liis eye : 
** Among the noblest in the land, 
Thouj^h he may count himself the least, 
That man I lionor and revere 
Who without favor, without fear. 
In the great city dares to stand 
The friend of every friendless beast, 
And tames with his unflinching hand 
The brutes that wear our form and face. 
The were-wolves of the Imuian race ! " 
Then paused, and waited with a frown. 
Like some old champion of romance, 
Who, having thrown his gauntlet down, 
Expectant leans upon his lance ; 
But neither Knight uor Sqnire is found 
To raise the gauntlet from the ground, 
And try with him the battle's chance. 



" Wake from your dreams, O Edrehi ! 
Or dreaming speak to us, and make 
A feint of being half awake, 
And tell us what your dreams may be. 
Out of the hazy atmosphere 
Of cloud-land deign to reappear 
Among us in this Wayaide Inn j 



Tell us what visions anil what scenes 

Illuiuiiiate the dark ravines 

In which you grope your way. Begin 1 " 

ThuB the Sicilian spake. The Jew 
Made do reply, but only smiled, 
Aa men unto a wayward child, 
Not knowing what to answer, do. 
Aa from a cavern's mouth, o'ergrown 
With moss and intertangled vines, 
A streamlet leaps iuto the light 
And murmurs over root and stone 
la a melodious undertone ; 
Or as amid the noonday night 
Of sombre and wind-haunted pines 
There runs a sound as of the sea ; 
So from his bearded lijia there came 
A melody without a name, 
A song, a tale, a history, 
Or whatsoever it may be, 
Writ and recorded in these lines. 



THE SPANISH JEWS TALE. 



Begim Jamwrj M, 18»H. Finished Fobmarj 12, 18fH. 

Into the city of Kamlialu, 
By the road that lendeth to Ispahan, 
At the head of Ids dusty caravan, 
Laden with treasure from realms afar, 
Bnldacca and Kelat and Kandahar. 
Koilc the great captain Alau. 
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The KTian from hia palace-window gazed, 
And saw in the thi-onging street beneath, 
In the light of the setting sun, that blazed 
Through the clouds of dust by the caravan r 
The flash of harness and jewelled sheath. 
And the shining scimitars of the guard. 
And the weary camels that bared their teeth. 
As they passed and passed through the gates a 

barred 
Into the shade of the palace-yard, 

Thus into the city of Kambalu 

Rode the great captain Alau ; 

And be stood before the Khan, and said : 

" The enemies of my lord are dead ; 

All the Kalifs of all the West 

Bow and obey thy least behest ; 

The plains are dark with the mulberry-trees, 

The weavers are busy in Samarcand, 

The miners are sifting the golden sand. 

The divers plunging for pearls in the seas, 

And peace and plenty are in the land. 

" Baldacca's Kalif, and he alone, 

Rose in revolt against thy throne : 

His ta-easures are at thy palace-door. 

With tile swords and the shawls and the jewels ] 

His \iody is dust o'er the desert blown. 



" A mile outside of Baldacea'a gate 

I left my forces to lie in wait, 

Concealed by forests and hillocks of sand, 



KAMBALU 143 

And forward dashed with a handful of men, 

To lure the old tiger from his don 

Into the ambush I had plauued. 

Ere we reached the town the alarm was spread, 

For we heard the sound of gonga from within ; 

And with clash of cymbals and warlike din 

The gates swung wide ; and we turned and fled ; 

And the garrison sallied forth and pursued, 

With the gray old Kalif at their head. 

And above them the banner of Mohammed : 

So we snared them all, and the town was subdued. 

" As in at the gate we rode, behold, 

A tower that b called the Tower of Gold t 

For there the Kalif had hidden his wealth, 

Heaped and hoarded and piled on high, 

Like sacks of wheat in a granary ; 

And thither the miser crept by stealth 

To feci of the gold that gave him health. 

And to gaze and gloat with his hungry eye 

On jewels that gleamed like a glow-wonn'a spark. 

Or the eyes of a panther iu the dark. 

" I said to the Kalif : ' Thou art old, 

Thou hast no need of so much gold. 

Thou sbouldst not have heajied and hidden it here. 

Till the hrt>ath of battle was hot and near, 

But have sown tlirough the land these useless 

boards 
To spring into shining blades of swords. 
And beep lliine honor sweet and clear. 
Theae grains of gold are not grains of wheat ; 
These bars of silver thou canst not oat ; 
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These jewels aail pearU and pT«cion3 stones 
Caanot cure the aches in thy bones, 
Mor keep the feet of Death one hour 
From climbing the stairways of thy tower I ' 

" Then into his dungeon I locked the drone, 
And left him to feed there all alone 
In the honey-cells of his golden hive ; 
Never a prayer, nor a crj, nor a groan 
Was heard from those massive walls of stone. 
Nor again was the Kalif seen alive! 

" When at last we unlocked the door, 

We found him dead upon the floor ; 

The rings had dropped from his withered hands, I 

His teeth were like bones in the desert sands : 

Still clutching his treasure he had died ; 

And as he lay there, he appeared 

A statue of gold with a silver beard, 

His arms outstretched as if crucified." 

This is the story, strange and true. 
That the great captain Alau 
Told to his brother the Tartar Khan, 
When he rode that day into Kambala 
By the road that leadetb to Ispahan. 

INTERLUDE. 

" I THOUGHT before your tale began," 
The Student murmured, " we should have 
Some legend written by Judah Eav 
In his Gemara of Babylon ; 
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Or something from tlie Gulistaa, — 
The tale of the Cazy of llaiuitdau, 
Or of that King of Khoraaan 
Who saw in di'eams the eyes of one 
That had a hundred years been dead 
Still moving restless in his head, 
Unditnmed, and gleaming with the lust 
Of power, though all the rest was dust. 

" But lo ! your glittering caravan 
On the road that leadeth to Ispahan 
Hatti led ua farther to the East 
Into the regions of Cathay. 
Spite of your Kallf and hia gold, 
Pleasant has been the tale you told. 
And full of color ; that at least 
No one will question or gainsay. 
And yet on such a dismal day 
We need a merrier tale to clear 
The dark and heavy atmosphere. 
So listen, Lorillings, while 1 tell. 
Without a preface, what befell 
A simple cobbler, in tlie year — 
No matter ; it was long ago ; 
And that is all we need to know," 



THE STUDENT'S TALE. 

THE COBBLER OF HAOENAU. 

I TRUST that somewhere and somehow 
You all have heard uf Ilagenau. 
A quiet, quaint, and ancient town 
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Amoiig tlie green AJaatiaii hills, 
A placti of valleys, streams, and milU, 
Where Baibarossa's castle, brown 
With rust of centuries, still looks down 
On the broad, drowsy land below, — 
On shadowy forests filled with game, 
And the blue river winding slow 
Through meadows, where tlie hedges groi 
That give this little town its name. 

It happened in the good old times. 
While yet the Master-singers filled 
The noisy workshop and the guild 
With various melodies and rhymes. 
That here in Hagenau there dwelt 
A cobbler, — one who loved debate, 
And, arguing from a postulate. 
Would say what others only felt ; 
A man of forecast and of thrift. 
And of a shrewd and careful mind 
In this world's business, but inclined 
Somewhat to let the next world drift. 

Hans Sa«hs with vast delight he read, 
And Regenbogen's rhymes of love, 
Tor their poetic fame had spread 
Even to the town of Hagenau ; 
And some Quick Melody of the Plough, 
Or Double Harmony of the Dove 
Was always running in his head. 
He kept, moreover, at his side. 
Among hia leathers and his tools, 
Beynard the Fos, the Ship of Fools, 
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Or Eulenspiegel, open wide ; 

With these he was much edified : 

He thought them wiser than the Schools. 

His good wife, full of godly fear. 

liiked not these worldly themes to bear; 

The Psalter was Iier book of soDga ; 

The only music to her ear 

Was tliat which to the Charch belongs. 

When the loud choir on Sunday chanted. 

And the two angels carved in wood, 

That by the windy organ stood. 

Blew on their trumpets laud and clear. 

And all the echoes, far and near. 

Gibbered as if tlie church were haunted. 

Outside his door, one afternoon. 
This humble votary of the muse 
Sat in the narrow atrip of ahad« 
By a projecting oomice made, 
Mending the Burgomaster's shoes. 
And singing a familiar tuue : — 

•' Our ingress into the world 

Was naked and bare ; 
Our progress through the world 

Is trouble and care ; 
Our egress from the world 

Will be nobody knows where : 
But if we do well here 

We shaU do weU there : 
And I cnuld tell you no more. 

Should I iireach a whole year 1 " 
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Thus sang the cobbler at his work ; 
And with his gestures miirked the time, 
Closing together with a jerk 
Of ilia waxed thread the stitch and rhyme. 

Meanwhile bis gitiet little dame 

Was leaning o'er the window-sill, 

Eager, excited, but mouse-still, 

Gazing impatiently to see 

What the great throng of folk might be 

That onward iu procession came. 

Along the unfrequented street, 

With horns tliat blew, and drimis that beat, I 

And banners flying, and the Hame 

Of tapers, and, at times, the sweet 

Voioes of Dims ; and as they sai^ 

Suddenly all the church-bells rang. 

In a gay coach, above the crowd. 
There sat a monk in ample hood, 
Who with his right hand held aluft 
A red and ponderous cross of wood. 
To which at times he meekly bowed. 
In front three horsemen rode, and oft. 
With voice and air importunate, 
A boisterous herald cried aloud : 
" The grace of God is at your gate ! " 
So onward to the church they passed. 

The cobbler slowly turned his last, 

And, wagging his sagacious head, 

Unto his kneeling housewife said : 

" 'T is the monk Tetzel. I have heard 
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The eawinga of that reverend bird. 
Don't let liim cheat you of jour gold; 
ludulgence is not bought and sold." 

Tlie ebureh of Hagenau, that night, 
Wh8 fuU of people, full of light ; 
An odor of incense filled the air, 
The priest intoned, the organ groaned 
Its inarticulate despair ; 
The candles on the altar blazed. 
And full in front of it upraised 
The I'cd cross stood against the glare. 
Below, upon the altar-rail 
Indulgences were set to sale, 
Like ballads at a country fair. 
A heavy strong-box, iron-bound 
And carved with many a quaint device. 
Received, with a melodious sound, 
The coin tliat purchased Paradise. 

Then from the pulpit overhead, 
Tetzel the monk, with fiery glow. 
Thundered upon the crowd lielow. 

" Good people all, draw near I " he said ; 

" Purchase these letters, signed and senled, 
By which all sins, though unrevealed 
And unrefiented, are forgiven I 
Giant but the gain, count not the loss I 
Toup gold and silver are but dross. 
And yet they pave tlie way to heaven. 
I bear your mothers and your sires 
Cry from their purgatorial fires, 
And will ye not their raustjm pay? 
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senseless people ! when the gate 
Of heaven is open, will ye wait? 
Will ye not enter in to-day ? 
To-morrow it will be too late ; 

1 shall be gone upon my way. 

Make haste ! bring mouey while ye may I " 

The women shuddered, and turned pale ; 

Allured by hope or driven by fear. 

With many a sob and many a Uiar, 

All crowded to the altar-rail. 

Pieces of silver and of gold 

Into the tinkling strong-box fell 

Like pebbles dropped into a well ; 

And soon the ballads were all sold. 

The cobbler's wife among the rest 

Slipped into tlie capacious chest 

A golden florin ; then withdrew, 

Hiding the paper in her breast ; 

And homeward through the darkness went I 

Comforted, quieted, content ; 

She did not walk, she leather flew, 

A dove that settles to her nest, 

When some appalling bird of prey 

That scared her has been driven away. 



The days went by, the monk was gone. 
The summer passed, the winter came ; 
Though seasons changed, yet still the Batue I 
The daily round of life went on ; 
The daily round of household care. 
The narrow life of toil and prayer. 
But in her heart the cobbler's dame 
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Had now a treasure beyond price, 
A seci-et joy witliout a name, 
The certainty of Paradise. 
Alaa, aJas I Dust unto dust 1 
Before the winter wore away, 
Her body in the churchyai-d lay. 
Her patient soul was with the Just I 
After her death, among the things 
That even the poor preserve with care, - 
Some little trinkets and clieap rings, 
A locket with her mother's hair. 
Her wedding gown, the faded flowers 
She wore upon her wedding day, — 
Among these memories of past hoiirs. 
That so much of the heart reveal. 
Carefully kept and put away. 
The Letter of Indulgence lay 
Folded, with signature and seal. 



Meanwhile the Priest, aggi-ieved and pained, 

Waited and wondered that no word 

Of mass or requiem he heard, 

As by the Holy Church ordained : 

Tlien to the Magistrate c^inplained, 

That as this woman had been dead 

A week or more, aud no mass said. 

It was rank heresy, or at least 

Contempt of Church ; thus said the Priest; 

And straight the cobbler was ai-raigued. 

He came, confiding in his cause. 
But rather doubtful of the laws. 
The Justice from his elbow-chair 
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Gave him a look that seemed to aaj : 

" Thou ataadest before a Magistrate, 
Therefore do not prevariwitG ! " 
Then aslied him in a business way. 
Kindly hut cold : " Is thy wife dead?" 
The cobbler meekly bowed bis head ; 

" She is," came struggling from his throat 
Scarce audibly. The Justice wrote 
The words down m a book, and then 
Continued, as he raised his pen ; 

" She is ; £uid hath a mass been said 
For the salvation of her soul ? 
Come, speak the truth I confess the whole I " 
The cobbler without pause replied : 

" Of mass or prayer thore was no need ; 
For at the moment when she died 
Hev soul was with tlie glorified I " 
And from his pocket with all speed 
He drew the priestly title-deed, 
And prayed the Justice he would read. 

The Justice read, amused, amazed ; 
And as he read his mirth increased ; 
At times his shaggy brows he raised, 
Now wondering at the cobbler gazed, 
Now archly at the angry Priest. 
" From all excesses, sins, and crimes 
Thou hast committed in past times 
Thee I absolve ! And furthermore, 
Purified from all earthly taints, 
To the communion of the Saints 
And to the sacraments restore I 
All stains of weakness, and all trace 
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Of shame and censui-e I effat^e ; 
Remit the paius thou shouldst endure, 
Aud make thee innocent and pure, 
So that in dying, unto thee 
The gates of heaven shall open he ! 
Though long thou livest, jet this grace 
Until the moment of thy death 
Unchangeable continueth I " 

Then said he to the Priest : " I find 
This document is dijy signed 
Bi-other John Tetzel, hia own hand. 
At all tribunals in the land 
In evidence it may be used ; 
Therefore acquitted is the accused." 
Tlien to the cobbler turned : " My friend. 
Pray tell me, didst thou ever read 
Reynard the Fox ? " — " Oh yes, indeed I " - 
" I thought so. Don't forget the end." 



INTERLUDE. 

" What was the end ? I am ashamed 
Not to remember Reynard's fate ; 
I have not read the Inok of late ; 
"VV'aa he not hanged ? " the Poet said. 
Thit Student gravely ehook Iiis head, 
And answered : " You exaggerate. 
There wa.i a tournainont proclaimed, 
Aud Reynard fought with Isegrim 
The Wolf, and haWug vanijuished him, 
Rose to high honor in the State. 
And Keeper of tho Stials was named I " 
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At this the gay Sicilian laughed : 
" Fight fire with fire, and craft with crate ; 

Successful cunning aeemB to be 

The moral of your tale," said he. 
" Mine had a better, and the Jew's 

Had none at all, that 1 could see; 

His aim was only to amuse." 

Meanwhile from out its ebon case 
His violin the Minstrel drew, 
And having tuned its strings anew, 
Now lield it close in his embrace, 
And poising in his outstretched hand 
The bow, like a magician's wand, 
He paused, and said, with beaming face : 
" Last night my story was too long ; 
To-day I give you but a song. 
An old tradition of the North ; 
But first, to put you in the mood, 
I will a little while pi'elude. 
And from this instrument draw forth 
Something by way of overtui-e." 

He played ; at first the tones were pure 

And tender as a summer night, 

The full moon climbing to her height, 

The sob and ripple of the seas. 

The flapping of an idle sail ; 

And then by sudden and sharp degrees 

The multiplied, wild harmonies 

Freshened and burst into a gale ; 

A tempest howling through the dark, 

A crash as of some shipwrecked baik, 

A loud and melancholy wail. 
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Such was the prelude to the tale 
Told by the Minstrel ; and at times 
He paused amid its varying rhymes, 
And at each pause again broke in 
The music of his violin, 
Witli tones of sweetness or of fear, 
Movements of trouble or of calm. 
Creating their own atmosphere ; 
As sitting in a church we hear 
Between the verses of the psalm 
The organ playing soft and dear. 
Or thundering on the startled ear. 



THE MUSICIAN'S TALE. 



"June 10, 18T1. Finished Carmilhan [began on the ^ik]. 
Ouly two more Btoriea are wanted to complete die Sucond Day 
af the H'agiide Inn." 



At Stralsiind. by the Baltic Sea, 

Within the sandy bar, 
At sunset of a summer's day, 
Ready for sea, at auehor lay 

The good ship Valdemar. 

The sunbeams danced upon the waves. 

And played along her side ; 
Ant] through the cabin windows streamed 
In ripples of golden light, that seemed 

The ripple of the tide. 
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There sat the captain with his friends. 

Old skippers brown and hale. 
Who smoked and grumbled o'er their g 
And talked of iceberg and of fog, 
Of calm and storm and gale. 

And one was spinning a sailor's yam 

About Klabot«rmaa, 
The Kobold of the sea ; a spright 
Invisible to mortal sight, 

Who o'er the rigging ran. 

Sometimes be hammered in the bold, 

Sometimes upon the mast, 
Sometimes abeam, sometimes abaft, 
Oi' at the bows he sang and laughed, 

And made all tight and fast. 

He helped the sailors at their work. 

And toiled with jovial din ; 
He helped them hoist and reef the sails, 
He helped them stow the casks and bales, 

And heave the anchor in. 

But woe imto the lazy louts. 

The idlers of the crew ; 
Them to torment was his delight. 
And worry them by day and night. 

And pinch them black and blue. 

And woe to him whose mortal eyes 

Klahoterman behold. 
It is a certain sign of death I — 
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The cabin-boy here beld tig brcatli. 
He felt his blood run cold. 



The jolly skipper paused awhile, 

And then again began ; 
" There is a Spectre Ship," quoth he, 
" A ship o£ the Dead that sails the sea, 

And is called the Carmilhan. 

" A ghostly ship, with a ghostly crew, 
In tempests she appears ; 
And before the gale, or against the gale, 
She sails without a rag of sail, 
Without a helmsman steers. 

" She haunts the Atlantic north and south. 
But mostly the mid-sea, 
Where three great rocks lise bleat and bare 
Like furnace chimneys in the air. 
And are called the Chimneys Three. 

*' And ill betide the luckless ship 

That meets the Carmilhan ; 
Over her decks the seas will leap. 
She must go down into the deep, 

And perish mouse and man." 

The captain of the Valdemar 
Laughed loud with merry heart. 
'* I should like to sec this ship," said he ; 
" I should like to find these Chimneys Three 
That are marked down in the chart. 
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" I have sailed right over the spot," he stud, 

" With a good stiff breezB behind, 
Wlien the sea was blue, and the sky was clear, — 
You can follow my course by these pinholes 
here, — 

And never a rock could find." 

And then he swore a dreadful oath. 

He swore by the Kingdoms Three, 
That, should he meet the Carmilhau, 
He would run her down, although he ran 

Bight into Eternity I 

All this, while passing to and fro, 

The cabin-boy had heard ; 
He lingered at the door to hear. 
And drank in all with greedy ear. 

And pondered every word. 

He was a simple country lad, 

But of a roving mind. 
" Oh, it must be like heaven," thought he, 
" Those far-off foreign lands to see. 

And fortune seek and find I " 

But in the f o'castle, when he beard 

The mariners blaspheme. 
He thought of home, he thought of God, 
And his mother under the churchyard ao<l. 

And wishe<l it were a dream. 



One friend on board that ship li 
'T was the Ivlaboterman, 
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Who saw the Bible in hia chest, 
And madij a Rigii ui>on his breast, 
All evil things to ban. 



The cabin windows have grown blank 

As eyeballs of the dead ; 
No more the glancing sunbeama bum 
On the gilt letters of the stern. 

But on the figure-head ; 

On Valdemar Victorioua, 

Who looketh with dtsdun 
To see his image in the tide 
Diamembered float from side to aide, 

And 1*6 unite again. 

" It 13 the wind," those skippers said, 

" That swings the vessel so ; 

It u the wind ; it freshens fast, 

"T is time to say farewell at last, 

'T is time for ua to go." 

They shook the captain by the hand, 

" Good luck ! good luck ! " they cried ; 
Each face was like the setting aun. 
As, broad and retl, they one by one 
Went o'er the vesael's side. 

The snn went down, the fnll moon rose. 

Serene o'er field and flood ; 
And all the winding creeks and Iviys 
And broad sen-meadows seemed ablaze. 

The sky was red as blood. 
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The sniithwest wind blew freali and fait, 

As fair as wiud could be ; 

Bound for Odessa, o'er the bar, 

"With all sail set, the Valdemar 

Went proudly out to sea. 

The lovely moon climbs up the sky 

As one who walks in dreams ; 
A tower of marble iu her light, 
A wall of black, a wall of white, 
The stately vessci seems. 

Low down upon the sandy coast 

The lights begin to burn ; 
And now, uplifted high in air, 
They kindle with a fiercer glare, 

And now drop far astern. 

The dawn appears, the land is gone, 

The sea is all around ; 
Then on each hand low hills of sand 
Emerge and form another land ; 

She steereth through the Sound. 



Through Kattegat and Skager-rack 

She flittcth like a ghost ; 
By day and night, by night and day, 
She bounds, she flies upon her way 

Along the English coast. 

Cape Einisterre is drawing near. 

Cape Finisterre is past ; 
Into the open ocean stream 
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She floats, the vision of a dream 
Too beautiful to last. 

Suns rise and set, and rise, and yet 

There ia no land in sight ; 
The liquid planets overhead 
Burn brighter now the moon is dead, 
, And longer stays the night. 



And now along the horizon's edge 

Mountains of tJoud uprose, 
Black as with forests underneath, 
Above, their sharp and jagged teeth 

Were white as drifted anows. 

Unseen behind them sank the sun. 

But flushed eaoh snowy peak 
A little while with rosy light. 
That faded slowly from the sight 

As blushes from the cheek. 

Black grew the sky, — all black, all black ; 

The clouds were everywhere ; 
There was a feeling of suspense 
In nature, a mysterious sense 

Of terror in the air. 



And all on board the Valdemar 

Was still as still could be ; 
Save when the dismal shijvbell tolled. 
As ever and anon she rolled. 
And lurehed iuto the sea. 
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The captain tip and down the deck 

Went striding to and fro ; 
Now watclied the tompaas at the wheel, 
Mow lifted up his hand to feel 

Which way the wind might blow. 

And now he looked ap at the sails, 

And now upon the deep ; 
In every fibre of his frame 
He felt the storm befoie it came, 

He had no thought of sleep. 

Eight bells ! and suddenly abaft, 

With a great rush of rain. 
Making the ocean white with spume, 
In darkness like the day of doom, 

On came the hmricane. 

The lightning flashed from doud to cloud, 

And rent the sky in two ; 
A jagged flame, a single jet 
Of white fire, like a bayonet, 

That pierced the eyeballs through. 

Hien all around was dark again, 

And blacker than before ; 
But in that single flash of light 
He had beheld a fearful sight. 

And thought of the oath he swore. 

For right ahead lay the Ship of the Dead, 

The ghostly Carmilhan ! 
Her masts were stripped, her yards were ban 
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And on her bowsprit, poised in air. 
Sat the Klahoterman. 



Her crew of ghosts was all on deck 

Or clambering up the shroucls ; 
The boatswain's whistle, the captain's hall 
Were like the piping of the gale. 
And thunder in the clouds. 

And close behind the Carmilhan 

There rose up from the sea, 
As from a foundered ship of stone. 
Three bare and splintered masts alone : 

They were the Cliimneys Three. 



And onward dashed the Valdemar 

And leaped into the dark ; 
A denser mist, a colder blast, 
A little shudder, and she had passed 
Eight through the Phantom Bark. 

She cleft in tw^n the shadowy bulk, 

But deft it unaware ; 
As when, careering to her nest. 
The sea-gull severs with lier breast 

The unresisting air. 

Again the lightning flashed ; again 
They saw the Carmilhan. 

Whole as before in hull and spar ; 

But now on board of the Valdemar 
Stood the IClaboterman. 
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And they all knew their doom was sealed ; 

They knew that death was near ; 
Some prayed who never prayed before, 
And aome they wept, and some they ewore, 1 

And Bome were mute with fear. 

Then snddenly there came a shock, 

And louder than wind or sea 
A cry burst from the crew on deck. 
As she dashed and crashed, a hopeless 

Upon the Chimneys Three. 

The storm and night were passed, the light . 

To streak the east began ; 
Th& cabin-boy, picked up at sea, 
Survived the wreck, and only he, 

To tell of the Carmilhan. 



INTEELUDE. 

When the long murmur of applause 
That greeted the Musician's lay 
Had slowly buzzed itself away, 
And the long talk of Spectre Ships 
That followed died upon their lips 
And came unto a natural pause, 

" These tales you tell are one and all 
Of the Old World," the Poet said, 

" Flowcra gathered from a cnimbling wall, 
Dead leaves that rustle as they fall ; 
Let me present you in their stead 
Something of our New England earth, 
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A tale, which, though of no great worth, 
Has atUl this merit, that it yields 
A certain freshness o£ the fields, 
A sweetness as of home-made bread." 

The Student answered : " Be discreet ; 
For if the floor be fresh and sound, 
And if the bread be light and sweet. 
Who careth in what mill 't was ground, 
Or of what oven felt the heat, 
Unleaa, as old Cervantes said. 
You are looking after better bread 
Than any that is made of wheat 7 
You know that people nowadays 
To what is old give little praise ; 
All must be new iu prose and verse ; 
They want hot bread, or something worse, 
Fresh every morning, and hiilf baked ; 
The wholesome bread of yesterday, 
Too stale for them, is thrown away. 
Nor is their thirst with water slaked." 

As oft we see the sky in May 
Threaten to rain, and yet not rain, 
The Poet's face, before so gay. 
Was clouded with a loch of pain, 
But suddenly brightened tip agmn ; 
And without further let or stay 
He told his tale of yesterday. 
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THE POET'S TALE. 



LADY WENTWOBTH. 



"M>j24, ISTl. Finished a new tale for the second da? a 
Waftidt Inn; a New K-gl— wl Maiy. Ladg WtntworOt." Hie 
(tory was begun on the '^M. A few daya later Mr. LongfeUov 
made an eicaiBum lu Partamaath with Mr. Jamea T. Fields, and 
wrote of it to Mr. Greene ; " 1 had a ronat >ae«eaafnl day with 
Flelda at hii nadve town, and aaw nmdry curions old honKS ; 
among them tlie Wentworth bcnae, which 1 waa aimotu to Bet, 
baling already described it in a poem. I found it nrnrimij to 
change only a nngle line, which was [ncky." 

One hundied years ago, and something more. 

In Queen Street, Portsmouth, at her tavern doof,J 

Neat as a pin, and blooming as a rose. 

Stood Mistress Stavers in her f uibelows, 

Just as her truckoo-clock was striking nine. 

Above her bead, resplendent on the sign. 

The portrait of the Earl of Halifax, 

In scarlet coat and periwig of flax. 

Surveyed at leisure all her varied charms. 

Her cap, her bodice, her white folded arms, 

And half resolved, though he was past hia prime, 1 

Aad rather damped by the lapse of time, 

To fall down at her feet, and to declare 

The passion that had driven him to despair. 

For from his lofty station he had seen 

Stavers, her husband, <lressed in bottle-green. 

Drive his new Flying Stage-coach, fonr iu hand, 

Down the long lane, and out into the land. 

And knew that he was far upon the way 

To Ipswich and to Boston on the Bay ! 
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Just then the meditations of the Earl 
Were interrupted by a little girl, 
Barefooted, ragged, with neglected hair, 
Ejes full of laughter, neck and shoulders bare, 
A thin slip of a girl, like a new moon, 
Sure to be rounded into beauty soon, 
A creature men would worship and adore. 
Though now in mean liabiliments slie bore 
A pail of water, dripping through the street) 
And bathing, as she went, her naked feet, 

It was a pretty picture, full of grace. — 

The slender form, the delicate, thin face ; 

The swaying motion, as she hurried by ; 

The shining feet, the laughter in her eye, 

That o'er her face in ripples gleamed and glanced. 

As in her pail the shifting sunbeam danced : 

And with uncommon feelings of delight 

The Earl of Halifax beheld the sight. 

Not so Dame Stavera, for he heard her aay 

These words, or thought he did, as plain as day : 

" O Martha Hilton I Fie '. how dare you go 

About the town half dressed, and looking so \ " 

At whiuh the gypaj laughed, and straight replied : 

" No matter how I look ; I yet shall ride 

In my own chariot, ma'am." And on the child 

The Earl of Halifax benignly smiled. 

As with her heavy burden she passed on. 

Looked back, then turned the comer, and was gone. 

What next, upon that memorable day. 

Arrested his attention was a gay 

And brilliant equipage, that flashed and spun, 
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The silver harness glittering in the suii, 
Outriders with red jackets, lithe and lank. 
Pounding the saddles as they rose and sank, 
While all alone within the chariot sat 
A portly person with three-cornered hat, 
A crimson velvet coat, head high in air. 
Gold-headed cane, and nicely powdered hair, 
And diamond buckles sparkling at his knees, 
Dignified, stately, Sorid, much at ease. 
Onward the pageant swept, and as it passed, 
Fair Mistress Stavers courtesied low and fast ; 
For this was Governor Wentworth, driving downl 
To Little Harbor, just beyond the town, 
AVTiere his Great House stood looking out to sea, 1 
A goodly place, where it was good to be. 

It was a pleasant mansion, an abode 
Near and yet hidden from the great high-road, 
Sequestered among trees, a noble pile, 
Baronial and colonial in its style ; 
Gables and dormer-windows everywhere, 
And stacks of chimneys rising high in air, — 
Pandean pipes, on whioh all winds that blew 
Made mournful music the whole winter through. J 
Within, unwonted splendors met the eye, 
Panels, and floors of oak, and tapestry ; 
Carved chimney-pieces, where on brazen dogs 
Revelled and roared the Christmas fires of logs ; J 
Doors opening into darkness unawares, 
Mysterious passages, and flights of stairs ; 
And on the walls, in heavy gilded frames, 
The ancestral Wentworths with Old-Scriptn 
names. 



1 
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Such was the mansion where the great man dwelt, 

A widower and childless ; and he felt 

The loneliness, the uncongenial gloom, 

That like a. presonce haunted every room ; 

For though not given to weakness, he could feel 

The pain of wounds, that ache becauxe they heal. 

The years came and the years went, — seven in 

all, 
And passed in clotid and sunshine o'er the Hall ; 
The dawns their splendor through its chambers 

shed. 
The sunsets flushed its western windows red ; 
Tlie snow was on its roofs, the wind, the rain ; 
Its woodhinds were in leaf and bare again ; 
Moons waxed and waned, the lilacs bloomed and 

died. 
In the broad river ebbed and flowed the tide. 
Ships went to sea, and ships came home front 

sea, 
And the slow years sailed by and ceased to be. 

And all these years had Martha Hilton served 
In the Great House, not wholly unobserved : 
By day, by night, the silver crescent grew. 
Though hidden by clouds, her light still shining 

through ; 
A mwd of all work, whether coarse or fine, 
A servant who mudc service seem divine I 
Through her each room was fair to look ujwn ; 
The mirrors glistened, and the brasses shone, 
The very knoeker on tlio outer door. 
If she but passed, was brighter than before. 
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And now the ceaseless tiimmg of the mill , 

Of time, that never for an hour stands still. 
Ground out the Govemor'e sixtieth birthday. 
And powdered hia brown hair with silver-gray, i 
The robin, the forerunner of the spring, 
The bluebird with hia jocund carolling, 
The restless swallows building in tlie eaves, 
The golden buttercups, the grass, the leaves, 
The lilacs tossing in the winds of May, 
All welcomed tliis majestic holiday 1 
He gave a splendid banquet, served on plate, 
Such as became the Governor of the State, 
Who represented England and the King, 
And was magnificent in everything. 
lie had invited all his friends and peers, — ■ 
The Pepperels, the Langdons, and the Lears, 
The Sparhawks, the Penhallowa, and the rest ; 
For why repeat the name of every guest ? 
But I must mention one in bands and gown, 
The rector there, the Reverend Arthur Brown 
Of the Established Church ; with smiling face 
He sat beside the Governor and said grace ; 
And then the feast went on, as others do, 
But ended as none other I e'er knew. 



When they had drunk the King, with many J 

cheer, 
The Governor whispered in a servant's ear, 
Who disappeared, and presently there stood 
Within the room, in perfect womanhood, 
A maiden, modest and yet self-possessed. 
Youthful and beautiful, and simply dressed. 
Can this be Martha Hilton ? It must be I 
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Tes, Martha Hilton, and no other she ! 
Dowered with the beauty of her twenty years, 
How ladylike, how queenlike she appears ; 
The pale, thin crescent of the days gone by 
Is Diaa now in all her majesty I 
Yet scarce a guest perceived that she was there. 
Until the Governor, rising fi-om his chaii'. 
Played slightly with his ruffles, then looked down, 
And said unto the Reverend Arthur Brown : 
" This is my birthday : it shall likewise be 
My wedding-day ; and you shall marry mel " 

The listening guests were greatly mystified. 

None more so than the rector, who replied : 

" Marry you ? Yes, that were a jdeaaant task. 

Your Excellency ; but to whom ? I ask." 

The Governor answered : " To this la«ly here ; " 

And beckoned Martha Hilton to draw near. 

She came and stood, all blushes, at his side. 

The rector paused. The impatient Governor cried : 

*' This is the lady ; do you hesitate ? 

Then I command yon as Chief Magistrate." 

The rector read the service loud and clear : 

" Dearly beloved, we are gatliered here," 

And so on to the end. At his command 

On the fourth finger of her fair left hand 

The Governor plnced the ring ; and that was all : 

Martha was Lady Wentworth of the Hall I 

INTERtUPE. 

Well pleased tlie audience lieai'd the tale. 
The Theologian said ; " Indeed, 
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To praise 70a there u little need : 

One almost hears the farmer's flail 

Thresh out your wheat, nor does there fail 

A certain freshneas, as you said, 

And sweetness as of home-made bread. 

But not less sweet and not less fresh 

Are many legends that I know. 

Writ by the monks of long-ago. 

Who loveil to mortify the flesh, 

So that the soul might purer grow, 

And rise to a diviner state ; 

And one of the.ne — perhaps of all 

Moat beautiful — I now recall, 

And with pennission will narrate ; 

Hoping thereby to make amends 

For that grim tragedy of mine. 

As strong and black as Spanisli wine, 

I told last aight, and wish almost 

It had remained untold, my friends ; 

For Torquemada'3 awful ghost 

Came to me in the dreams I dreamed, 

And in the darkness glared and gleamed 

Like a great light-houae on the coast." 



The Student laughing said 1 " Far more 

Like to some dismal fire of bale 

Flaring portentous on a hill ; 

Or torches lighted on a shore 

By wreckers in a midnight gale. 

No matter; be it as you will. 

Only go forward with yoin- tale." 



THE LEGEND BEAUTIFUL 
THE THEOLOGIAN'S TALE. 

THE LKGESD BEAUTIFUL. 

"June 12, 1S71. Looking for the theme of anot 
Fix upon The Legtnd Jitaul{ful ajid begin it." 



A 



Hadbt thou strfed, I must liave iled! " 
That is what the Vision said. 

In his chamber all alone, 
Kneeling on the floor of stone. 
Prayed the Monk in, deep contritioii 
For hts sins of iudeaision, 
Prayed for greater eelf-denial 
In temptation and -in trial ; 
It was noonday by the dial. 
And the Monk was all alone. 

Suddenly, as if It lightened, 
An unwonted sjilendor brightened 
All within him and wit)i<w htm 
In that narrow cell of atone ; 
And he saw the Blessed Vision 
Of our Lord, with light Elysian 
Like a vesture wrapped about Him, 
Like a garment round Him thrown. 

Mot as cnict^ed and slain. 
Not in agonies of pain, 
Not with bleeding hands and feet, 
Did tho Monk his Master see ; 
But as iu tlie village street, 
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In the house or harvest-field. 

Halt and lame and bliud Hu healed. 

When 1I« walked in tialUee' 



In an attitude imploring. 

Hands upon his bosom srossed, 

WondKring, worshipping, adoring, 

Knelt the Monk in rapljire lost. 

Lord, he thought, in heaven that reignea^ ' 

Who am I, that thus, thou deignest 

To reveal thyself to tue ? 

Who am I, that from, the centre 

Of thy glory thou shouhUt enter 

This poor cell, my guest to be ? 

Then amid his exaltation. 
Loud the convent bell appalling, 
From its belfry calling, calling', 
Kang through court and corridor 
With persistent iteration 
He had never beard Jjefore. 
It was now the appohited hour 
When alike in shine "or shower, 
Winter's cold or summer's heat, 
To the convent portiils came 
All the blind and halt and lame, 
All the beggars of th6 street, 
For their daily dole of food 
Dealt theiti by the brotherhood ; 
And their al mone r was lie 
Who upon his bendeit knee, 
Itapt in silent ecstasy 
Of divinest self-surreflder. 
Saw the Vision and the Splendor, 
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Deep distress and luwttStt^ K^ 
Mingled with his atJmation ; 
Shoidd he go or sHould he stay ? 
Shoidd he leavu the poor to wut 
Hungry at tho convent gate, 
Till the Vision passed away ? 
Should he slight his radiant guest, 
Slight this vi^tant celestial, 
For a crowd of ragged, bestial 
Beggars at the convent gate ? 
Would the Vision there remain? 
Would th^ Vision come again? 
Then a voice within his breast 
Whisperefl, audible and clear 
As if to lie outward ear : 
" Do thy duty ; that is heat ; 
Leave unto thy Lord the rest I ** 

Straightway to his feet he started, 
And with longing look intent 
On the Blessed Vision bent, 
Slowly from his cell departed. 
Slowly on his errand went. 

At the gate the poor wer» waiting, 
Looking through the iron grating. 
With that terror in the eye 
Tliat is only seen ii^ those 
Who amid their wants and woes 
Hear the sound of doors lliat close. 
And of feet that jtaas thoiii by ; 
Grown familiar with disfavor. 
Grown familiar with the savgt 
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Of tbe bread by which men die ! 
But to-day, tbey knew not why. 
Like tbe gate of Paradise 
Seemed tbe convent gate to riae. 
Like a saurameDt diviae 
Seenied to them the bi^ad and wine. 
In hia heart the Monk- waa praying, 
Thinking o£ the homeless poor, 
"W bat tbey suffer and. endure ; 
What we see not, what we aeti ; 
And the inward voice waa saying : 
" Whatsoever thing thou doest 
To tbe l^t of mine and lowest, 
That thoudoest unto me I " 

f Unto me 1 but had the Vision 
i Come to him in beggai''a clothing, 
' Come a mendicant imploring, 

Would be then have knelt adoring, 

Or have listened with deriuion. 

And have turned away with loathing ? 

'^ Thus bis conscience put the question. 
Full of troublbeome- suggestion, 
Aa at length, with burriKS pace, 
Towards hia cell betjtnied hia face. 
And beheld the cojfveht bright 
With a supernajaral Ug-ht, 
Like a luminous eloud e^pamJing 
■ Over floor aind wall and ceiling, y' 

But he paused with awe-struck feeling 
At the threshold of his door. 
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For the Vision still was standing 
As he left it there before, 
When the convent bell appalling, 
FTOin its belfry calling, calling, 
Summoned liim to feed the poor. 
Through the long hour intervening 
It had waited his return, 
And he felt his bosom bum. 
Comprehending all the meaning, 
When the Blessed Vision said, 
" iladst thouVa;^, I muat have fled 1 " 

mXEKLUDE. 

All praised tlio Legend more or less ; 
Some liked the moi-al, some the verse ; 
Some thought it better, and some worse 
Than other legends of the past ; 
Until, with ill-concealed distress 
At all tlieir cavilling, at last 
The Theologian gravely said : 
"The Spanish proverb, then, is right; 
Consult your friends on what you do, 
And one will say that it is wlute. 
And others say that it is red." 
And " Amen I " quoth the Spanish Jew. 

" Six stories told 1 We must have seven, 
A cluster like the Pleiades, 
Ami lo ! it happens, as with tliese. 
That one is missing from our beaveu. 
Where is the Landlord? Bring him here ; 
Let the Lost Plciinl reappear." 
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Thus the Sicilian cried, and went 
Forthwith to seek his missing etar. 
But did Qot find him in the bar, 
A place that landlords most frequent, 
Nor yet beside the kitishen fire, - 
Nor up the stairs, nor in the hall ; 
It was in vain to ask or call. 
There were no tidings of the Squire. 

So he came back with downcast head. 
Exclaiming : " Well, our bashful host 
Hath surely given up the ghost. 
Another proverb says the dead 
Can tell no tales ; and that is true. 
It follows, then, that one of you 
Must tell a story In his stead. 
You must," he to the Student said, 
" Who know so many of the best, 
And tell them better than the rest" 

Straight, by these flattering words beguiled, j 

The Student, happy as a child 

When he is called a little man, 

Assumed the double task imposed, 

And without more ado unclosed 

His smiling lips, and thua began. 



H 
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THE STUDENT'S SECOND TALE. 

THE BAROX OP BT. CABTINB. 

Finkhed Daoembar 3, 1671. 

Babon Castine of St. Castine 
Haa left his chfiteau in the Pyrenees, 
And sailed across the western seas. 
When Le went away from his fair demesne 
The birds were building, the woods were green ; 
And now the winds of winter blow 
Bound the turrets of the old ch3,teau, 
sTfae birds are silent and unseen, 
The leaves He dead in the ravine, 
And the Pyrenees are white with SHOW. 

His father, lonely, old, and gray, 
-Sits by the fireside day by day, 
■ "Thinlting ever one tliouglit of care : 

Through tlie southern windows, narrow and tall, 

The sun shines into the ant-ient hall. 

And makes a glory round his hair. 

The house-dog, stretched beneath bis chair. 

Groans in his sleep, as if in pain. 

Then wakes, and j-awus, and sleeps agsin, 

So silent is it everywhere, — 

So silent you can hear the monse 

Itua and rummage along the beams 

Behind the wainscot of the wall ; 

And the old man rouses from his dreams. 

And wanders restless through the house, 

Aj lE he heard strange voices call. 
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His footsteps echo along the floor 
Of a. distant passage, and pause awhile ; 
Ue is standing by an open door 
Looking long, with a sad, sweet amile, 
Into the room of his absent son. 
There ia the bed on which he lay, 
There are the piL'turca bright and gay, 
Horses and hounds and sun-lit seas ; 
There are hia powder-flaak and gun. 
And bis hunting-kiiives in shape of a fan; 
The chair by the window where he sat, 
With the clouded tiger-skin for a mat, 
Looking out on the Pyrenees, 
Looking out on Mount MarboriS 
And the Seven Valleys of Lavedan. 
Ah me I he turns away and sighs ; 
There is a mist before his eyes. 

At night, whatever the weather be, 
Wind or rain or starry heaven, 
Just as the clock is striking seven, 
Those who look from the windows see 
The village Curate, with lantern and maid, 
Come through the gateway from the park 
And cross the coui-tyard damp and dark, — 
A ring of light in a ring of shade. 

And now at the old man's aide he stands. 
His voice is cheoiy, his heart expands. 
He gossips pleasantly, by the blaze ' 

Of the fire of fagots, about old days. 
And Cardinal Mazarin and the Fi-onde, 
And the Cardinal's nieces fair and fond. 
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And wbat they did, and what they said, 
When they heard his Emiuenee was dead. 

And after a pause the old man says, 

His miud still eommg back again 

To the one sad thought that haunts his brain, 

" Are there any tidings from over sea ? 

Ah, why has that wild boy gone from me ? " 

And the Curate answers, looking down, 

Ilannlesa and docile as a lamb, 

" Young blood I young Wood 1 It must so be I " 

And draws from the pocket of his gown 

A handkerchief like an onllamb, 

And wipes hia spectacles, and they play 

Their little game of lansquenet 

In silence for an hour or so, 

Till the clock at nine strikes loud and clear 

From the village lying asleep below, 

And across the courtyard, into the dark 

Of the winding pathway in the park, 

Curate and lantern disappear, 

And darkness reigns in the old ch&teaii. 

The ship has come back from over sea, 
She has been signalled from below. 
And into the harbor of Bordeaux 
She sails with her gallant company. 
But among them is nowhere seen 
The brave young Baron of St. Castine ; 
He hath tarried behind. I ween. 
In the beautiful land of Acadie [ 

And the father paces to and fro 
Through the chambers of the old chdteau. 
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Waiting, waiting to hear the hum 

Of wheels on the road that runs below, 

Of servants hurrj'ing here and there. 

The voice in the courtyard, the step on the stair 

Waiting for some one who doth iiot come ! 

But letters there are, which the old man reads 

To the Curate, when he comes at night, 

Word by word, a^ an acolyte 

Bepeats his prayers and tells his beads ; 

Letters full of the rolling sea. 

Full of a young man's joy to be 

Abroad in the world, alone and free ; 

Full of adventures and wonderful scenes 

Of hunting the deer through forests vast 

In the royal grant of Pierre du Gast ; 

Of nights in the tents of tha Tarratiues ; 

Of Madocawando the Indian chief. 

And his daughters, glorious as queens, 

And beautiful beyond belief ; 

And so soft the tones of their native ttmgue, 

The words are not spoken, they are sung I 



And the Curate listens, and smiling says : 

" Ah yea, dear friend 1 in our young days 

We should have liked to hunt the deer 

All day amid those forest scenes. 

And to sleep in the tents of the Tarratines ; 

But now it is better sitting here 

Within four walls, and without the fear 

Of losing OUT hearts to Indian queens ; 

For man is fire and woman is tow. 

And the Somebody comes and begins to blow." 

Then a gleam of distrust and vague surmise 
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Shines iu tho father's guntle eyes, 
As fire-light on a. window-pane 
Glimmers and vanishes again ; 
But naught he answers ; he only sighs, 
And for a moment bows his head ; 
Then, as their custom is, they play 
Their little game of lansquenet. 
And another day is with the dead. 

Another day, and many a day 

And many a week and month depart, 

When a fatal letter wings its way 

Across the sea, like a bird of prey, 

And strikes and tears the old man's heart. 

Lo I the young Baron of St. Castine, 

Swift as tho wind is, and as wild, 

Has married a dusky Tar ratine, 

lias married Madocawando's child I 

The letter drops from the father's hand ; 
Though the sinews of bis heart are wrung, 
He utters no cry, he breathes no prayer, 
No maletlictioQ falls from his tongue ; 
But his statidy figure, erect and grand. 
Bends and sinks liku a column of sand 
In the whirlwind of his great despair. 
D3fing, yes, dying ! His latest breath 
Of parley at the door of <Ieath 
Is a blessing on hia waywanl son. 
Lower and lower on Iiis breast 
Sinks his gray head ; he is at restj 
No longer ho waits for any one. 
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For many a year the old ch5,tean 
Lies tenantlesB and desolate ; 
Sank grasses in the courtyard grow, 
About its gables caws the crow ; 
Only the porter at the gate 
Is left to guard it, and to wait 
The coming of the rightful heir ; 
No other li£e or sound is there ; 
No more the Curate comes at night, 
No more is seen the unsteady light, 
Threading the alleys of the park ; 
The windows of the hall are dark, 
The chambers dreary, cold, and bare I 

At length, at last, when the winter is past, 

And birds are building, and woods are greenj 

With flying skirts is the Curate seen 

Speeding along the woodland way, 

Humming gayly, " No day is so long 

But it comes at last to vesper-song." 

He stops at the porter's lodge to say 

That at last the Baron of St. Castine 

Is coming home with his Indian queen, 

Is coming without a week's delay ; 

And all the house must be swept and clean, 

And all things set in good array 1 

And the solemn porter shakes his head ; 

And the answer he makes is : "Lackaday 1 

We will see, as the blind man said I " 

Alert since first the day began, 
The cock upon the village church 
Looks northward from his airy perch, 
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As if beyond tbe ken of man 
To see the sliips come sailing on, 
And pass the Isle of Ol^ron, 
And pass tbe Tower of Cordouan. 

In the church below is cold in clay 

The heart that would have leaped for joy — 

O tender heart of truth and trust ! — 

To see the coming of that (lay ; 

In tlie church below the lips are dust ; 

Dust are the hands, and dust the feet 

That would have been so swift to meet 

The coming of that wayward boy. 

At night the front o£ the old chftteau 

Is a blaze of liglit above and below ; 

There 's a sound of wheels and hoofs in the street, 

A cracking of whips, and scamper of feet. 

Bells are ringing, and horns are blown, 

And the Baron hath come again to his own. 

The Curate is waiting in the hall, 

Most eager and alive of all 

To welcome the Baron and Baroness ; 

But his mind is full of vague distress. 

For he hath read In Jesuit books 

Of those children of the wilderness,' 

And now, good, simple man ! he looks 

To Bee a painted savage stride 

Into the room, with slioidders bare, 

And eagle feathers in her hair. 

And around her a robe of panther's hide. 

Instead, he beholds with secret shame 
A form of beauty undefined, 
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A loveliness vitboat a naine. 

Not of degree, bat more of kind ; 

Nor bold DOT sby, nor short nor tall. 

But a new mingling of them alL 

Yea, beautiful beyond belief, 

Transiigured and transfused, be sees 

The lady of the Pyrenees, 

The daughter of the Indian chief. 

Beneath the shadow of her hair 

The gold-bronze color of the skin 

Seenis lighted by a fire within. 

As when a burst of sunlight shines 

Beneath a sombre grove of pines, — 

A du-sky splendor in the air. 

The two small hands, that now are pressed 

In his, seem made to be caressed, 

They lie so warm and soft and still. 

Like birds half hidden in a nest, 

Trustful, and innocent of ill. 

And ah ! he cannot believe his ears 

When her melodious voice lie bears 

Speaking his native Gascon tongne ; 

The words she utters seem to be 

Part of some poem of Goudouli, 

They are not spoken, they are sung I 

And the &aron smiles, and says, " You » 

I told you but the simple truth ; 

Ah, you may trust the eyes of youth 1 " 

Down in the village day by day 
The people gossip in their way, 
And stare to see the Baroness pass 
On Sunday morning to early Mass ; 



THE BARON OF iT. CASTINE Wi 

Anil when alie kneeleth down to pray, 
They wonder, and whisper together, and say 
" Surely this is no heathen lass ! " 
And in course of time they learn to blesa 
The Baron and the Baroness. 

And in course of time the Curate leams 

A secret ao dreadful, that hjc turns 

He is ice and fire, he freezes and buroa. 

The Baron at confession hath said, 

That though this woman be his wife, 

He bath wed her as the Indians wed. 

He liath bought her for a gun and a knife I 

And the Curate replies : " O profligate, 

O Prodigal Sou I return once more 

To the open anus and the open door 

Of the Church, or ever it be too late. 

Thank God, thy father did not live 

To see what he coidd not f oigive ; 

On thee, so reckless and perverse, 

He left his blessing, not lus curse. 

But the nearer the dawn the darker the night. 

And by going wrong all things come right ; 

Things have been mended that were woi-se. 

And the worse, the nearer they are to mend. 

For the sake of the living and the dead. 

Thou shalt be wed as Christians wed, 

And all things come to a happy end." 

O sun, that followest the night. 
In yon blue sky, serene and i>»re. 
And pourest thine impartial light 
Alike on mountain and on moor, 
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Pause for a moment in thy course, 
And bless the bridegroom and tbe bride I 
O Gave, that from thy hidden source 
In yon myaterioua mountain-side 
Pursuest thy wandering way alone, 
And leaping down its steps of stone, 
Along the meadow-lands demure 
Stealest away to the Adour, 
Pause for a moment in thy course' 
To bless the bridegroom and the bride! 

The choir is singing the matin aong, 

The doors of the church are opened wide, 

The people crowd, and press, and throng 

To see the bridegroom and the bride, 

They enter and pass along the nave ; 

They stand upon the father's grave ; 

The bells are ringing soft and slow ; 

The living above and the dead below 

Give their blessing on one anil twain ; 

The warm wind blows from the hiUa of Spain 

The birds are building, the leaves are green, 1 

And Baron Castine of St. Castine 

Hath come at last to his own again. 



FINALE. 

" Nunc plaudits .' " the Student cried. 
When he had finished ; " now applaud. 
As Roman actors used to say 
At the conclusion of a play ; " 
And rose, and spread his hands abroad, 



And smiling bowed from side to side, 
As one who bears tbe palm away. 

And generous was the applause and loud, 
But less for him than fur the sun, 
That even as the tale was done 
Burst from its canopy of cloud. 
And lit the landscape with the blaze 
Of afternoon on autumn days. 
And lilled tbe room with light, and made 
The fire of logs a painted shade. 

A sudden wind from out the west 
Blew all its trumpets loud and shrill ; 
The windows rattled with the blast. 
The oak-trees shouted as it passed, 
And straight, as if by fear possessed, 
The cloud encampment on tbe bill 
Broke up, and fluttering flag and tent 
Vanished into the firmament. 
And down tbe valley fled amain 
The rear of the retreating i-ain. 

Only far up in tbe blue sky 

A mass of clouds, like drifted snow 

Suffused with a faint Alpine glow, 

Was heaped together, vast and high. 

On which a shattered rainbow hung. 

Not rising like the ruined arch 

Of some aerial aqueduct, 

But like a roseate gai-land plucked 

From an Olympian god, and flung 

Aside in hta triumphal march. 
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Like prisoners from their dungeon gloom, 
Like birds escaping from a snare, 
Like school-boys at the hour of play, 
All left at once the pent-up room, 
And rushed into the open air ; 
And no more tales were told that day. 



PART THIRD 

PRELUDE. 

The evening came ; the golden vane 
A moment in the sunaet glanced, 
Then darkened, and then gleamed again. 
As from the east the moon a^lvanced 
And touched it with a softer light ; 
While underneath, with flowing mane, 
Upon the sign the Red Horse pranced, 
And galloped forth into the night. 

But brighter than the afternoon 
That followed the dark day of rain. 
And brighter than the golden vane 
That glistened in the rising moon, 
Within, the mddy fire-light gleamed ; 
And every separate window-pane. 
Backed by the outer darkness, showed 
A mirror, where the fiameleta gleamed 
And flickered to and fro, and seemed 
A bonfire lighted in the road. 

Anud the hospitable glow, 
Like an old actor on the stage, 
With the uncertain voice of age, 
The singing chimney chanted low 
The homely songs of long ago. 
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The voice that Oasian heard of yore, 
When midnight winds were in Lis hall ; 
A ghoHtly and appealing call, 
A sound of days that are no more I 
And dark as Osaiau aat tlie Jew, 
And listened to the sound, and knew 
The passing of the airy hosts, 
The gray and misty cloud of ghosta 
In their interminable Sight ; 
And listening muttered in his beard. 
With accent indistinct and wdrd, 
" Who are ye, children of the Night ? " 

Beholding his mysterious face, 
" Tell me," the gay Sicilian said, 
" Why was it tliat iu breaking bread 
At supper, you bent down your head 
And, musing, paused a little space, 
Ab one who saya a silent grace ? " 



The Jew replied, with solemn air, 
" I said the Manichaean's prayer. 
It was his faith, — ^ perhaps is mine,— 
Tliat life in all its forms is one, 
And that its secret conduits run 
Unseen, but in unbroken line, 
From the great fountaJn-head divine 
Through man and beast, through grain and g 
Howe'er we struggle, strive, and cry, 
Fi-om death there can be no escape, 
And no escape from life, alas ! 
Because we cannot die, but pass 
From one into anot'.ier shape : 
It is but into life we die. 
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"Therefore the Manichiean said 
This simple prayer on breaking bread, 
Lest he with haaty hand or knife 
Might wound the incai'cerated life, 
The soul in things that we call dead : 

' I did not reap thee, did not bind thee, 
I did not thrash thee, did not grind thee, 
Kor did I in the oven bake thee ! 
It was not I, it was another 
Did these things unto thee, O brother ; 
I only have thee, hold thee, break thee I ' " 

" That birds have souls I can conuede," 
The Poet cried, with glowing cheeks ; 

" The flocks that from their beds of reed 
Uprising north or southward fly. 
And flying write upon the sky 
The biforked letter of the Greeks, 
As hath been said by Rucellai ; 
All birds that sing or chirp or cry, 
Even those migratory bands, 
The minor poets of tlte air. 
The plover, peep, and sanderling, 
That hardly can be said to sing. 
But pipe along the barren sands, — 
All these have souls akin to ours ; 
So hath the lovely race of flowers : 
Thus much I grant, but nothing more. 
The rusty hinges of a door 
Are not alive because they creak ; 
This chimney, with its dreary roar, 
These rattling windows, do not speak I " 

" To me they speak," the Jew rejilied : 
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"And in tlie sounds that sink and soar, 
1 hear the Tuiees of a tide 
That breaks upon au unknown shore I " 

Here the Sicilian interfered : 
"That was your dream, then, as jou dosed 
A moment since, with eyes half-closed, 
And murmured somethiug in your beard." 
The Hebrew smiled, and answered, "Nay; 
Not that, but something very near ; 
Like, and yet not the same, may seem 
The vision of i»y waking dream ; 
Before it wholly dies away. 
Listen to me, and you shall hear." 



THE SPANISH JEWS TALE. 



Written May 24, 18T2. 
King Solomon, before his paliiee gate 
At eveniug, on the pavement tessellate 
Was walking with a stranger from the East, 1 
Arrayed in rich attire aa for a feast. 
The mighty Eunjeet-Sing, a learned man, 
And Kajah of the realms of Hindostan. 
And as they walked the guest became aware ' 
Of a white figure in the twilight air. 
Gazing intent, as one who with surprise 
His form and features seemed to recognize ; 
And in a whisper to the king he said : 
" What is yon shape, that, pallid aa the dei 
Is watching me, as if he sought to trace 
In the dim light the features of my face ? " ] 



INTERLUDE 



195 
I know him well ; 



Th« ting looked, and replied : 

It ia tlie Angel men call Azrael, 

'T is the Death Angi.4 ; what hast thou to fear ? " 

And the guest answered ; " Lest he should come 

near, 
And speak to me, and take away my breath I 
Save me from Azrael, save me from death I 
O king, that hast dominion o'er the wind. 
Bid it arise and bear me hence to Ind." 



The king gazed upward at the cloudless sky. 

Whispered a word, and raiseil his hand on high, 

And lo ! the signet-ring of ohrysoprase 

On his uplifted finger seemed to blaze 

With hidden fire, and rushing from the west 

There came a mighty wind, and seized the gueat 

And lifted him from earth, and on they passed, 

His shining garments streaming in the blast, 

A silken banner o'er the walls upreared, 

A purple cloud, that gleamed and disappeared. 

Then said the Angel, smiling : " If this man 

Be Rajah Runjoet-Sing of Ilindostan, 

Thou hast done well in listening to his prayer ; 

I was upon my way to aeek him there." 



INTERLUDE. 

" O Edrehi, forbear to-night 
Your ghostly legends of affright, 
And let the Talmud rest in peace ; 
Spare us your dismal tales of death 
That almost take away one's breath ; 
So domg, may yom- tribe increase." 
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Thus the Sicilian eaid ; then went 
And on the spinet's rattling keys 
Played Marianina, like a breeze 
From Xaples aiul the Southern seas, 
That brings a& the delieiuus sijent 
Of citron and of orange trees. 
And memories of soft days of ease 
At Capri and Amalfi spent. 

" Not 80," the eager Poet S^d ; 

*' At lea^t, not so before I tell 
The story of my Azrael, 
An angel mortal as ourselves, 
Which in an ancient tome I found 
Ui>on a convent's dusty shelves. 
Chained with an iron chain, and bound 
In parchment, and with clasps of brass. 
Lest from its prison, some dark day. 
It might be stolen or steal away. 
While the good friars were singing mass. I 

" It is a tale of Charlemagne, 
When like a thunder-cloml, that lowers 
And sweeps from mountain-crest to coast^fl 
With lightning flaming through its showM 
He swept across the Lomhai'd plaiu. 
Beleaguering with his warlike train 
Pavia, the country's prido and boast, 
The City of the Hundred Towers." 

Thus heralded the tale began. 
And thus In sober measure ran. 



CHARLEMAGNE 



THE POET'S TALE. 



CKABLEMAHNE. 



Writtan May 12, 1872. 

Olqer the Dane and Desiderio, 

King of the Lombards, on a lofty tower 

Stood gazing northward o'er the rolling plains, 

League after league of harvests, to the foot 

Of the anow-crested Alps, and saw approach 

A mighty army, thronging all the roads 

That led into the city. And the King 

Said unto Olger, who had passed his youth 

As hostage at the court of France, and knew 

The Emperor'a form and face : " la Charlemagne 

Among that host?" And Olger answered : "No." 



And still the innumerable multitude 
Flowed onward and increased, until the King 
Cried in amazement : *' Surely Charlemagne 
Is coming in the midst of all these kuights I " 
And Olger answered slowly : " No ; not yet ; 
He will not come so soon." Then much disturbed 
King Desiderio asked : " What shall we do, 
If he approach with a atiU greater army ? " 
And Olger answered : " When he shall appear. 
You will behold what manner of man he is ; 
But what will then befall us I know not." 



Then camo the guard that never knew repose, 
The Paladins of France ; and at the sight 
The Lombard King o'ercome with terror crietl : 
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'^ This must be Charlemagne ! " and as before 
Did Oiger answer : " No ; not yet, not yet." 

And then appeared in panoply complete 

The ilUbops and the Abbots and the Frieata 

Of the imperial clmpel, and the Cuutits ; 

And Desiderio could no more endure 

The light of day, nor yet encounter death. 

But aobbed aloud and said: "Let us go down 

And hide us in the bosom of the earth, 

Far from the sight and anger of a foe 

So terrible as this ! " And Olger said : 

" When you behold the harvests in the fields 

Shaking with fear, the Po and the Ticino 

Lashing the city walls with iron waves, 

Then may you know that Charlemagne is come.*^ 

And even as he spake, in the northwest, 

Lo ! there uprose a black and threatening eloot 

Out of whose bosom flashed the light of arms 

Upon the people pent up in the city ; 

A light more terrible than any darkness, 

And Charlemagne appeared ; — a Man of Iron I | 

His helmet was of iron, and his gloves 
Of iron, and liis breastplate and his greaves 
And tassets were of iron, and bis shield. 
In his left hand be held an ii'on spear. 
In his right hand his aword invincible. 
The horse he rode on had the strength of iron, 
And color of iron. All who went before him," 
Beside him and behind him, his whole host, 
Were armed with iron, and their hearts within 
thorn 
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Were stronger than the .irmor that they wore. 
The fields and all the roiids were fiUed with iron. 
And points of iron glistened in the sun 
And shed a terror through the city streets. 

This at a single glance Olger the Dane 
Saw from the tower, and turning to the king 
Ex(;Uimed in haste : " Behold I this is the man 
Yon looked for witli such eagerness I " and then 
Fell as one dead at Desiderio's feet. 

INTERLUDE. 

Well pleased all listened to the tale, 

That drew, the Student said, its pith 

And marrow from the ancient myth 

Of some one with an iron flail ; 

Or that portentous Man of Brass 

Hephicstus made in days of yore, 

Who stalked about the Cretan shore, 

And saw the ships appear and pass. 

And threw stones at the Argonauts, 

Being filled with indiscriminate ire 

That tangled and perplexed h\^ thoughts ; 

But, like a hospitable host, 

When strangers landed on the coaat, 

Heated himself red-hot with fire, 

And hugged them in his arms, and pressed 

Their bodies to his burning breast. 

The Poet answered : "' No, not thus 
The legend rose ; it sprang at first 
Out of tliu hunger and tho thirst 
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In all imea for tba msirdlonL 
And thus it filled and otisGed 
The unaginatioa of mankind, 
And this ideal to the mind 
Was truer than historic fact. 
Fancy enlarged and nniltiplied 
Tb« terrors of the awful name 
Of Charlema^e, till be became 
Armipotent in ererr act. 
And. clothed in mj'stety, appeared 
Kot what men saw, btit what they feared. 

*^ Besides, unless mj memory taH, 
Your some one with an iron flail 
Is uot an ancient myth at all. 
But cornea much later on the scene 
As Talus in the Faerie Queene, 
The iron groom of Artegall, 
Who threshed out falsehood and deceit. 
And truth upheld, and righted wrong, 
And was, as is the swallow, fleet, 
And as the lion is, was strong." 

The Theologian said: "Perchance 

Your chronicler in writing this 

Had in his mind the Anabasis, 

Where Xenophon describes the advance 

Of Artaxerxes to the fight ; 

At first the low gray cloud of dust. 

And theu a blackness o'er the fields 

As of a passing thunder-guat. 

Then flash of brazen armor bright. 

And ranks of men, and spears up-thniat, 
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Bowmen and troops with wioker shields, 
And cavalry equipped in white, 
And chariots ranged in front of these 
With scythes upon their axle-trees." 

To this the Student answered : " Well, 
I also have a tale to tell 
Of Charlemagne ; a tale that throws 
A softer light, more tinged with i-oae, 
Than your grim apparition east 
Upon the darkness of the past. 
Listen, and hear in English rhyme 
What the good Monk of Laureaheim 
Gives as the gossip of his time, 
In medieval Latin prose," 

TIIE STUDENT'S TALE. 



Written November 0, IS73. 

When Alcuin taught the sons of Cliarlemagne, 
In the free schools at Aix, how kings ahouUI reign. 
And with them taught the children of the poor 
How subjects should be patient and endure, 
He touL-lied the lips of some, as best befit. 
With honey from the hivea of Holy Writ ; 
Others intoxicated with the wine 
Of ancient history, sweet but less divine ; 
Some with the wholesome fruits of grammar fed ; 
Others with mysteries of the stnrs o'erhead. 
That hang suspended in tlie vaulted aky 
Like lamps iu some fair piilauu vast and high. 




Wm E^Bbad, >7««A of Fnakkh b 

The iplawliiw rf » ytt ■ 

Tolum 

Not wbt he had irmMphihril. bat h^ Jw— d. 
And wbat were ttA% to othen were fan play* 
The paglime of an idle holidaf . 



Hfnangdo. Abbot of St. Mieiiad's, nid. 
With many a ahmg and aKafcing oj the bead. 
Surely ■ome deoMm must poaaess the lad. 
Who showed more wit than ever sehool-ba; had. 
And learned bis TrivituD thna without the rod 
But Ahniin said it was the grace of God. 

Thus be grew np, in Logic point-derioe, 

Perfect in Grammar, aod in Bbetoric nice ; 

Bciftnce of Numbers, Geometric art, 

AntI Inrc of 8tars, and Music knew by heart; 

A Minne.iinger, long before the times 

Of tboftc who sang their love in Soabiao rhyi 

Tlic Emperor, when he heard this good report 
Of Eginhard much buzzed about the court, 
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Said to himself, " This stripling seems to be 
Purposely seut into the world for me ; 
He shall become my scribe, and shall be schooled 
In all the arts whereby the world is ruled." 
Thus did the gentle Eginhard attain 
To honor in the court of Charlemagne ; 
Became the sovereign's favorite, his right hand. 
So that his fame was great in all the land, 
And all men loved him for his modest grace 
And comeliness of figure and of face. 
An inmate of the palace, yet recluse, 
A man of books, yet sacred from abuse 
Among the armed knights with spur on heel, 
The tramp of horses and the clang of steel ; 
And as the Emperor pi-omised he was schooled 
In all the arts by which the world is ruled. 
But the one art supreme, whose law is fate, 
The Emperor never dreamed of till too late. 

Home from her convent to the palace came 

The lovely Princess Emma, whose sweet name, 

Whispered by seneschal or sung by bard, 

Had often touched the soul of Eginhard. 

He saw her from his window, as in state 

She came, by kniglits attended through the gate : 

He saw her at the banquet of tliat day. 

Fresh as the mom, and beautiful as May ; 

He saw her in the garden, as she strayed 

Among the flowers of summer with her maid, 

And said to him, " O Eginhard, disclose 

The meaning and the mystery of tlie rose ; " 

And trembling he maile auHwer : " In good sooth, 

Ila mystery is love, its meaning youth ! " 
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How en I teO the ri^A nd Ok m^n 
Bjr wIdcIi o«e beut mutfcn kesrt dinaes? 
Bfnrtaa I leD tfe amtr AoMUkd wan 
Bf wliid it kfCpB Ae seeni it beinn ? 

O mj%Veij at lore! O Mnuge roiBanee ! 
Among the Peen aad Fkladisa of Fnnee, 
Shiatog in steel, aad pnuKing oo ga^ stoeds, 
XoUe by birtk, yet noUer b^ greu deeds. 
The PriDcess Ennn bad no words nor looks 
Bat for tbii dexk, tbis man of tbcnq^ i 



The rammer passed, tbe anfaimn came : the stalks 

Of lilies blackmed in the garden walks ; 

The leaves fell, russet^tden and blood-red^ 

Love-letters thought the poet £anoT-led, 

Or Jove descending in a shower of gold 

Into tlie lap of Danae of old ; 

For poets cherish ntany a stiange conceit, 

And love transmutes aU natnre by its heat. 

\o more the garden lessons, nor the dark 

And hurried meetings in the twilight park ; 

Bat now the studious lamp, and the delights 

Of firesides in the silent winter nights. 

And watching from his window hour by hoar 

The light that burned in Princess Emma's towi 

At length one night, while rousing by the fire, 
O'ercome at last by his insane desire, — 
For what will reckless love not do and dare ? 
He croBse<t the court, and climbed the winding 
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With some feigned message in the Eimperor's 

name ; 
But when he to the lady's presence came 
lie kuelt down at her feet, until she laid 
Her Iiand upon him, like a naked blade, 
And whispered in his ear : " Arise, Sir Knight, 
To my heart's level, O my heart's delight." 

And there he lingered till tlie crowing cock, 
The /Vlectryon of the farmyard and the flock. 
Sang his aubade with lusty voice and t:lear. 
To tell the sleeping world that dawn was near. 
And then they parted ; but at parting, lo ! 
They saw the palace courtyard white with snow, 
And, placid as a nun, the moon on high 
Gazing from cloudy cloisters of the sky, 
" Alaa ! " he said, "' how hide the fatal line 
Of footprints leading from thy door to mine, 
And none returning I " Ah, he little knew 
What woman's wit, when put to proof, can do ! 

That night the Emperor, sleepless with the cares 
And troubles that attend ou state affairs. 
Had risen before the dawn, and musing gazed 
Into the silent night, as one amazed 
. To see the calm that reigned o'er all xupi-eme, 

L When his own reign was but a troubled dream. 

■ The moon lit up the gables cappetl with snow, 
I And the white roofs, and half the court below, 

■ And he beheld a form, th:it socmod to cower 

B Beneath a burden, come from Emma's tower, — ■ 

I A woman, who njmn her shoulders bore 

H Clerk Eginhard to his own private door, 
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■ Rterned m karte, bvt sdll iimijmI 
To tnad the foo^winto ibe heneU h^ made ; 
And uibe psMed acKHS Ae li^tted B{aoe, 
The Emperor iftw Idb dat^ltter Emma's boe I 

He Btarted not ; be did sot ipeak or moan. 
Bat Beemed as one «rbo hath been toniEd to stonO] 
And Mood there Uke a Btatoe, nor avoke 
Oat of hia trance of pain, tiD morning broke, 
Tm the stars faded, and the moom went down. 
And o'er the towers and steeples of the town 
Came the graj dajligfat ; then the son, wbo took 
The empire of the world with sorereign kx^ . 

Suffusing with a soft and golden glow I 

All the dead landscape in it£ ahrmul oi snow. 
Touching with flame the tapering chapel spires, 
Windows and roofs, and smoke of bonsehold fires. 
And kindling park and palace as he came ; 
The stork's nest on the clumney seemed in flame. 
And thos he stood till Eginhard appeared, 
Demnre and modest with his comely beard 
And flowing flaxen tre&ses, oome to ask. 
As was his wont, the day's appointed task. 
The Emperor looked upon him with a smile. 
And gently said : " My son, wait yet awhile ; 
This hour my council meets upon some great 
And very urgent business of the state. 
Come back within the hour. On thy retni-n 
The work appointed for thee sbolt thou learn." 

Having dismissed this gallant Troubadour, 
lie summoned stnught bis council, and secure 
i steadfast in his purpose, from the throne 



I 



L 



EMMA AND EGINHARD 207 

All the adventure of the night made known ; 
Then asked for sentence ; and with eager breath 
Some answered bauisliment, and others death. 

Then spake the king: "Your sentence is not mine ; 

Life is the gift of God, and is divine ; 

Nor from these pakice walls shall one depart 

Who carries such a secret in his heart ; 

My better judgment points another way. 

Good Alcuin, I remember how one day 

When my Pepino asked you, ' What are men ? ' 

You wrote upon his tablets with your pen, 

' Gnests of the grave and ti'avellera that pass ! ' 

This being true of all men, we, alas ! 

Being all fashioned of the selfsame dust, 

Irtit us be merciful as well as just ; 

This passing traveller, who hath stolen away 

The bi-ighteat jewel of my crown tfi-day, 

Shall of hunself the precious gem restore ; 

By giving it, I make it mine once more. 

Over those fatal footprints I will throw 

My ermine mantle like another snow." 

Then Eginhard was summoned to the hall. 

And entered, and in piesence of them all, 

The Euiperor said : " My son, for thou to me 

Hast been a son, and evermore shalt be. 

Long hast thou served thy sovereign, and thy seal 

Pleails to me with imiKtrtunate appeal, 

M'hile I have been forgetful to re<piite 

Thy service and affection as was right. 

But now the hour is come, when 1, thy Lord, 

Will erown thy love with such supreme reward. 
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A gift so prenooa kings hare striTeD in Tain 
To win it from the baniU of CbarlenuigDe." 

Then sprang the portals of the cliamber wide. 
And Princess Emma entered, in U>e pride 
Of birtli and beantr, that in part o'ercame 
The ctHiscioas terror and the blush of shame. 
And Uie good Emperor roae up from hia throne. 
And taking her white hand within his own 
Placed it in Egiahanl's, and said : " My son, 
This is the gift thy constant zeal hath won ; 
Thus I repay the royal debt I owe, 
And cover up the footprints in the snow." 

INTERLUDE. 

Thus ran the Student's pleasant rhyme 
Of Eginhard and love and yoath ; 
Some doubted its historie truth. 
But while they doubterl, ne'ertlieleas 
Saw io it gleams of truthfulness, 
And thanked the Monk of Lauresheim. 



This they discussed in various mood ; 
Then in the Hilence that ensued 
Was heard a sharp and sadden sound 
As of a bowstring snapped in air ; 
And the Musician with a bound 
Sprang up in terror from his chair, 
And for a moment listening stood. 
Then strode aeross the room, and found 
His dear, his darling violin 
Still lying safe asleep withhi 
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Its little craille, like a child 

That givea a sudden cry of pain, 

And wakes to fall asleep again ; 

And as lie looked at it and smiled, 

By the uncertain light beguiled. 

Despair ! two strings were broken in twain. 

While all lamented and made moan, 
With many a sympathetic word 
As if the loss had been their own, 
Deeming the tones they miglit have heard 
Sweeter than tbey ha<l heard before. 
They saw the Landlord at the door, 
The missing man, the portly Squire ! 
He had not entered, but he stood 
Witli both arms full of seasoned wood, 
To feed the much-devouring fire. 
That like a lion in a cage 
Lashed its long tail and roared with r^a. 

The missing man ! Ah, yes, they eatd, 
Missing, but whither had he fled ? 
Where had he hidden himself away ? 
No farther than the bam or shed ; 
He had not hidden himself, nor fled ; 
How should he pass the rainy day 
But in his bam with hens and hay. 
Or mending hamess, cart, or sled ? 
Now, having come, he needs must stay 
And tell his tale as well as they. 

The Landlord answered only : " These 
Are logs from the dead apple-trees 
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Of the old orchard planted here 
By the fii-st Howe ot Sudbury. 
Nor oak nor maple has so clear 
A flame, or burns so quietly, 
* Or leaves an ash bo clean and white ; " 
Thinking by this to put aside 
The impending tale that terrified ; 
When suddenly, to his delight, 
The Theologian iuterposeil. 
Saying tliat when the door was closed, 
And they had stopped that draft of cold. 
Unpleasant uight air, he proposed 
To tell a tale world-wide apart 
From that the Student had just told ; 

1~ World-wide apart, and yet akin, 

As showing that the human heart 
Beats on forever as of old. 
As well beneath the snow-white fold 
Of Quaker kerchief, as within 
Sendal or silk or cloth of gold, 
And without preface would begin. 
! 
I 
: 



And then the clamorous clock struck eight. 

Deliberate, with sonorous chime 

Slow measuring out the march of time. 

Like some grave Consul of Old Rome 

In Jupiter's temple driving home 

The nails that marked the year and date. 

Thus interrupted in his rhyme, 

The Theologian needs must wait j 

But quoted Horace, where he sings 

The dire Necessity of things, 

That drives into the roofs sublime 
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Of new-built houses of the great 
The iidamautiue nails of Fate. 



When ceased the little carillon 
To herald from its wooden tower 
The important transit of the hour, 
The Theologian hastened on, 
Content to be allowed at last 
To sing his Idyl of the Past. 



THE THEOLOGIAN'S TALE. 

ELIZABETH. 

Rnished January 29, 1S73. 

1. 

" Ah, how short are the days ! How soon the 

night overtakes us 1 
In the old country the twilight is longer ; but here 

in the forest 
Suddenly comes the dark, with hardly a pause in 

its coniing. 
Hardly a moment between the two lights, the day 

and the lamplight ; 
Yet how grand is the winter ! How spotless the 
snow is, and perfect I " 

Thus spake Elizabeth Haildon at nightfall to 

Hannah the housemaid, 
As in the farm-house kitchen, that served for 

kitchen and parlor. 
By the window she sat with hor work, and looked 

on a land sea ]>c 
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i sheet tliat Peter 



as tbe great white s 
his vision, 

By the four comers let down and descending out 
of the heavens. 

Covered with snow were the forests of pine, and 
the helds and the meadows. 

Nothing was dark hut the sky, and the distant 
Delaware flowing 

Down from its native hilk, a peaceful and bounti- 
ful river. 



Then with a smile on her lips made answer 
Hannah the housemaid : 
" Beautiful winter ! yea, the winter is beautiful. 

If one could only walk like a fly with one's feet on 

tho ceiling. 
But the great Delaware River is not like the 

Thames, as we saw it 
Out of our upper windows in Rotherbithe Street 

in the Borough, 
Crowded with masts and sails of vessels coming 

and going ; 
Here there is nothing hut pines, with patches of 

snow on their branches. 
There is snow in the air, and see ! it is falling 

already; 
All the roads will be blocked, and I pity Joseph 

to-morrow. 
Breaking his way through the drifts, with his sled 

and oseu ; and then, too, 
How in all the world shall we get to Meeting on 

First^Day?" 



J 
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But Elizabeth checked her, and answered, mildly 
reproving : 

" Surely the Lord will provide ; for unto the snow 
He sayeth, 

Be thou on the earth, the good Lord sayeth ; He 
is it 

Giveth SHOW like wool, like ashes scatters the hoar- 
frost." 

So she folded her work aud laid it away in her 
bai^ket. 

Kleanwhile Haunah the housemaid had oloaed 

and f;isteaed the shutters. 
Spread the cloth, and lighted the lamp on the 

table, and placed there 
Plates and cups from the dresser, the brown rye 

loaf, aud the butter 
Fresh from the dairy, and then, protecting her 

hand with a holder, 
Took from the crane in the chimney the steaming 

and simmering kettle. 
Poised it aloft in the air, and filled up the 

ear til en teapot. 
Made in Delft, and mlomed with quaint and won- 
derful figures. 

Then Elizabeth said, " Lo ! Joseph is long on 
his errand. 
I have sent him away with a hamper of food and 

* of clothing 
For tJie poor in the village. A good lad and 

cheerful is Joseph ; 
In the right place is his heart, and Ids hand is 
reatly aud willing." 
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Thus iQ praise of her servaut sbe spake, ani 

Hannah ihs boDMDUUd 

Laaghed with her eyes, as sbe listened, tmt gor- 

emed Iter toogoe, and was sileat. 
While her nuBtress went on : " The booae ia 

£rom the village ; 
We should be lunelj bere, were it not for Friends 

that in pas&ing 
Sometimes tany o'emight, and make us glad by 

their coming." 
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Thereupon answered Hannah the housei 

the thrifty', the frugal : 
" Yea. they come and they tarry, as if thy 

were a tavern ; 
Open to all are its doors, and they come and go 

like the pig'eona 
In and nnt of the boles of the pigeon-house over 

the hayloft. 
Cooing and smoothing their feathers and basking 

themselves in the sunshine." 

fiut in meekness of spirit, and calmly, Elizabeth 

answered : 
*' All I have is the Lord's, not mine to jpve oc 

withhold it ; 
I but distribute his gifts to the poor, and to those 

of his people 
Who in joumeyings often surrender their lives to 

his sei"vice. 
His, not mine, are the gifts, and only so far can I 

make them 
Mine, as iii giving I add my heart to whatever ia 

given. 
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Therefore my excellent father first built this house 

in the eleariiig ; 
Though he came not himself, I came ; for the Lord 

waa my guidance, 
Leading me here for this service. We must not 

grudge, then, to others 
Ever the cup of cold watei', or crumbs that tall 

from our table." 

Thus rebidted, for a seasoD was silent the peni- 
tent housemaid ; 

And Elizabeth said in tones even sji'eeter and 
softer: 

"Doat thou remember, Hannah, the great May- 
Meeting in London, 

When 1 was still a child, how we sat in the silent 
assembly. 

Waiting upon the Lord in patient and passive 
submission ? 

No one spake, till at length a young man, a stran- 
ger, John Estaugh, 

Moved by the Spirit, rose, as if he were John the 
Ajrastle, 

Speaking such words of power that they bowed 
our hearts, as a strong wind 

Bends the grass of the fields, or grain that is ripe 
for the sickle. 

Thoughts of him to-day have been oft borne in- 
wanl upon me. 

Wherefore I do not know ; but strong is the feel- 
ing within me 

That once more 1 shall see a face I have never 
forgotten," 
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E'en as she spake they heard the muBtcal jangle of 

sleigh-bells. 
First far off, with a dreamy sound and faint in the 

(lUtaiice, 
Then growing nearer and louder, and turning into 

the farmyard, 
Till it stopped at the door, with sudden creaking 

of runners. 
Then there were voices heard as of two men talk- 

iiig.together, 
And to herself, as she listened, upbraiding said 

Hannah the housemaid, 
" It is Joseph come back, and I wonder what 

sh'anger is with him." 

Down from its nail she took and lighted the 

great tin lantern 
Pierced with holes, and round, and roofed like the 

top of a lighthouse. 
And went forth to receive the coming guest at the 

doorway. 
Casting into the dark a network of glimmer and 

shadow 
Over the falling snow, the yellow sleigh, and the 

horses. 
And the forms of men, snow-covered, looming 

gigantic. 
Then giving Joseph the lantern, she entered the 

house with the stranger. 
Youthful he was and tail, and Ma cheeks 

with the night air ; 
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And as lie entered, Elizabeth rose, and, going to 

meet liim. 
As if an unseen power bad announced and pre- 
ceded his presence, 
And he had come as one whose coming had long 

been expected, 
Quietly gave him her hand, and said, " Thou art 

welcome, John Estaugh." 
And the stranger replied, with staid and quiet be- 
havior, 
" Dost thou remember me still, Elizabeth ? After 

so many 
Years have passed, it seemeth a wonderful thing 

that 1 find thee. 
Surely the hand of the Lord conducted me here to 

thy threshold. 
For as I journeyed along, and pondered alone and 

in silence 
On his ways, that are past finding ont. I saw in the 

snow-mist, 
Seemingly weary with travel, a wayfarer, who by 

the wayside 
Paused and waited. Forthwith I remembered 

Queen Candaee's eunuch. 
How on the way that goes down from Jerusalem 

unto Gaza, 
Reading Gsaias the Prophet, he journeyed, and 

spake unto Philip, 
Praying him to come up and sit in bis chariot with 

him. 
So I greeted the man, and he mounted the sledge 

beside me, 
Apd as we talked on the way he told me of thee 

and thy homestead, 
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How, being led by the light of the Spirit, that 
never deeeivcth, 

Full of zeal for the work of the Lord, thou hadst 
come to this countrj-. 

And I rememl>ered thy name, and thy father and 
mother in England, 

And on my journey have stopped to see thee, Eliz- 
abeth HaddoD, 

Wishing to strengthen thy hand in the labors of 
love thou art doing." 

And Elizabeth answered with confident voice, 

and serenely 
Looking into his face with her innocent eyes as 

she answered, 
" Surely the hand of the Lord is in it ; his Spirit 

hath led thee 
Out of the darkness and storm to the light and 

peace of my fireside." 

Then, with stamping of feet the door was opened, 
and Joseph 

Entered, bearing the lantern, and, carefully blow- 
ing the light out. 

Hung it up on its nail, and all sat down to their 
supper ; 

For underneath that roof was no distinction of per- 
sons, 

But one family only, one heart, one hearth, and 
one household. 

Wlieu the supper was ended they drew their 
chairs to the fireplace. 
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Spacious, open-hearted, profuse of flame and of 

firewood, 
Lord of forests unfilled, and not a gleaner of 

fagots, 
Spreading its arms to embrace with inexhaustible 

bounty 
All who fled from the cold, exultant, laughing at 

winter 1 
Only Hannah the housemaid was busy in clearing 

the table. 
Coming and going, and bustling about in closet 

and chamber. 

Then Elizabeth told her story again to John 

Estaugh, 
Going far bat-k to tlie past, to the early days of 

her childhood ; 
How she had waited and watched, in all her doubts 

and besL'tnients, 
Comfoi-ted with the extendings and holy, sweet in- 
flowings 
Of the spirit of love, till the voice imperative 

sounded, 
And she obeyed the voice, and cast in her lot with 

hcT people 
Here in tlie desert land, and God would provide 

for the issue. 



Meanwhile Joseph sat with folded liands, and 

denuirely 
Listened, or seemed to listen, and in the sileaee 

that followed 
Nothing was heai-d for a while but the step of 

Hannah the housemaid 
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Walking the floor overhead, and setting the c 

bej's ill onler. 
And Elizabeth eaid, with a smile of oompaasid 

" The maiden 
Hath a light heart in her breast, but her feet ■ 

heavy and awkward." 
Inwardly Joseph laughed, but governed his tongi 

and was silent. 

Then came the hour of sleep, death's ooonter- 

feit, nightly i-ehearsal 
Of the great Silent Assembly, the Meeting of 

shadows, where no man 
Speaketh, but all are still, and the peace and rest 

are unbroken I 
Silently over that house the blessing of slumber 

descended. 
But when the morning dawned, and the aun up- 
rose in his splendor. 
Breaking his way through clouds that enoumbered 

his path in the heavens, 
Joseph was seen with his sled and oxen breakinj 

pathway 
Through the drifts of snow ; the horses all 

were harnessed, 
And John Estaugh was standing and taking leave 

at the threshold. 
Saying that he' should return at the Meeting in 

May ; while above tliem 
Hannah the housemaid, the homely, was looking 

out of the attic, 
Laughing aloud at Joseph, then suddenly closii^ 

the casement. 
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As the bird in a cuckoo-clock peeps out of its win- 
dow, 

Tlieu disappears again, and closes the shutter be- 
hind it. 



; and 
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Now was the winter gone, and the snow 

Robin the Kedbreast 
Boasted on bush and tree it was he, it was h 

no other 
That had covtu^ with leaves the Babes in the 

Wood, and blithely 
All the birds sang with him, and little eared for 

his bojisting, 
Or for his Babes in the Wood, or the Cruel Uncle, 

and only 
Sang for the mates they had chosen, and cared for 

tlie nests they were building. 
With them, but more sedately and meekly, Elizar 

beth Haddon 
Sang in her inmost heart, but her lips were silent 

and Bongless. 
Thus came the lovely spring with a rush of blos- 
soms and music, 
r Flooding the earth with flowers, and the air with 

L melodies vernal, 

I Then 

I 

■ Up the 



Then it came to pass, one pleasant morning, 
that slowly 

Up the road there came a cavalcade, as of pil- 
grims. 

u T. LltUa and l« Ui BabH b Oh Wogd, er tlw Cnwl Onels, ud 
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Men and women, wonding their way to the Qnsr- 

terly Meeting 
In the neighboring town ; and with tbem came 

riding John EstaugiL 
At Elizabeth's door they stopped to rest, and 

alighting 
Tasted the currant wine, and the bread of rye, and 

the honey 
Brought from the hives, that stood by the sunny 

wall of the garden ; 
Then i-emoiinted their horses, refi'Mched, and con- 
tinued their journey. 
And Elizalwth with theu, and Joaepli, and Hannah 

the housemaid. 
But, as they started, Elizabeth lingered a little, 

and leaning 
Over her horats'a neck. In a whisper sakl to John 

Estaugh : 
" Tarry awliile hehind, for I have something to tell 

thee. 
Not to be spoken lightly, nor in the presence o£ 

others ; 
Thein it concemeth not, only thee and me it con- 
cern eth." 
And they rode slowly along through the woods, 

conversing together. 
It was a pleasure to breathe the fragrant air of the 

forest ; 
It was a pleasure to live on that bright and happy 

May morning 1 

Then Elizabeth said, though still with a certain 
reluctance, 
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As !f lDQpGll<^d to reveal a secret she f^ wdiild 

have guarded : 
" I will no longer conceal what is laiJ ujwn ine to 

tell thee ; 
I have received from the Lord a charge to love 

thee, John E»taugh." 

And Johu Estaiigli made auawer, surprised at 

the words she had spoken, 
" Pleasant to ine are thy converse, thy ways, thy 

meeknesa of spirit ; 
Pleasant thy fraukness of speech, and thy soul's 

iniiuaculate whiteness, 
Lfove without dissimulatioa, a holy and inward 

ailoming. 
But 1 have yet no light to lead me, no voice to 

direct ine. 
When the Lord's work is done, and the toil and 

tlie labor completed 
He hath appointed to me, I will gather into the 

stillness 
Of my own heart awhile, and listen and wait for 

his guidance." 

Then Elizabeth said, not troubled nor wounded 
in spirit, 

** So is it best, John Estaugh. We will not speak 
of it further. 

It hath been laid upon me to tell thee this, for to- 
morrow 

Thou art going away, across the sea, and I know 
not 

Urn (- Aul Jolin Bdangh nxta nuircr, •uiprbgd by th> xanli t\<a 
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When I ehall see thee more ; but if the Lord bath 

decreed it, 
Thou wilt retiiru again to seek me here and to find 

And they rode onward in silence, and entered t 
town with the others. 



Ships that pass in the night, and sjjeak each otl 

in passing. 
Only a signal shown and a distant voice in ■ 

darlcDL'ss ; 
So on the ocean of life, we pass and speak i 

another, 
Otdy a look and a voice, then darkness again a 

a silence. 



Now went on as of old the quiet life of i 

homestead. 
Patient and unrepiniiig Elizabeth labored, i 

things 
Mindful not of herself, but bearing the burdens I 

others, 
Always thoughtful and bind and untroubled ; t 

Hannah the housemaid 
Diligent early and late, and rosy with washing ft 

scouring. 
Still as of old disparaged the eminent tnerita j 

Joseph, 
And was at times reproved for her light and froll 

behavior, 
For her ahy looks, and her careless words, and 1) 

evil surmisings. 
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Being pressed down somewhat, like a cart with 

sheaves overliiden. 
As she would sometimes say to Joseph, quoting the 

Scriptures. 

Meanwhile John Estangh departed across the 
aea, and departing 
Carried hid tn his heart a secret sacred and pre- 

Filling its chambers with fragrance, and seeming 
to him in its sweetness 

Mary's ointment of spikenard, that filled all the 
house with its odor. 

O lost days of delight, that ai-e wasted in doubting 
and waiting I 

O lost hours and days in which we might have 
been happy ! 

But the light shone at last, and guided his waver- 
ing' footsteps. 

And at last came the voice, ijnperative, question- 
less, certain. 



Then John Estaugh came back o'er the sea for 
the gift that was offered, 

Better than bouses and lauds, tlie gift of a woman's 
affection. 

And on the First-Day that followed, he rose in the 
Silent Assembly, 

Holding in his strong hand a hand that trembled 
a little. 

Promising to he kind and true and faithfid in all 
things. 

Such were the marriage rites of John aud Eliza- 
beth Estaugh. 
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And not otherwise Josepli, the honest, the dili- 
gent servant. 

Sped in his bashful wooing with homely Hannah 
the housemaid ; 

For when he asked her the question, she answered, 
" Nay ; " and then added : 

" But thee may make believe, and see what will 
come of it, Joseph." 



INTERLUDE. 
" A PLEASANT and a winsome tale," 
The Student said, " though somewhat pale j 
And quiet in its coloring. 
As if it caught its tone and air 
From the gray suits that Quakers wear ; 
Yet worthy of some German bard, 
Heljel, or Voss, or Eberhard, 
Who Inve of humble themes to sing, 
In humble verse ; but no more true 
Than was the tale I told to you." 

The Theologian made reply, 

And with some warmth, " That I deny; 

'T is no invention of my own. 

But something well and widely known 

To reatlers of a riper age, 

Writ by the skilful hand that wrote 

The Indian tale of Ilfibomok, 

And Philothea's classic page. 

I found it like a waif afloat, 

Or dulse uprooted from its rock. 

On the swift tides that ebb and flow 
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In daily papers, and at flood 
Bear freighted vessels to aiid fro, 
But later, when the ebb ia low. 
Leave a long waste of sand and mud." 

** It matters little," quoth the Jew ; 

"The cloak of truth is lined with lies, 
Sayeth some proverb old and wise ; 
And Love ia master of all arta, 
And puts it into human hearts 
The strangest things to aay and do," 

And here the controversy closed 

Abruptly, ere 't was well begun ; 

For the Sicilian interposed 

With, " Lordlings, listen, every one 

That listen may, unto a tale 

That 's merrier than the nightingale ; 

A tale that cannot boast, forsooth, 

A single rag or shred of truth ; 

That does not leave the wind in doubt 

As to the with it or without ; 

A naked falsehood and absurd 

As mortal ever told or heard. 

Therefore I t«ll it ; or, maybe. 

Simply because it pleases me." 
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THE SICILIA^•'S TALE. 

THE UOSK OP CABAI^UAOQIOBB. 
Kuuhed Febromrj 9, 1873. 

Onck od a time, some centuries ago, 

Id the hot simshine two Franciscan (riars 

Weiide<I their weaiy way, with footsteps slow, 

Back to their convent, whose white walla aOiA 
spires 

Gleamed on the hillside like a patch of snow ; 
Covered with dust they were, and torn by briers, 

And bore like sumpter-mules upon their baoks 

The badge of poverty, their beggar's sacks. ^^ 

The first was Brother Anthony, a spare ^^M 

And silent man, with pallid cheeks and thin^^^l 

Much given to vigils, penance, fasting, prayer. 
Solemn and gray, and worn with discipline, 

As if bis body but white ashes were. 

Heaped on the living coals that glowed within ; 

A simple monk, like many of Ms day. 

Whose instinct was to listen and obey. 

A different man was Brother Timothy, 
Of larger mould and of a coarser paste ; 

A rubicund and stalwart monk was he. 

Broad in the shoulders, broader in the waist, 

Who often filled the dull refectory 

With noise by which the convent was disgraced, 

But to the mass-book gave but little heed, 

By reason be bad never learned to read. 
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Now, as they passed the outskirts of a wood. 
They saw, with mingled pleasure and surprise, 

Fast tethered to a tree an ass, that stood 
Lazily winking his large, limpid eyes. 

The farmer Gilbert, of that neighborhood, 
His owner was, who, looking for supplies 

Of fagots, deeper in the wood had strayed, 

Leaving his beast to ponder in the shade. 

As soon as Brother Timothy espied 

The patient animal, he said : " Good-lack 1 

Thus for our needs doth Provident provide ; 
We "11 lay our wallets on the creature's back." 

This being done, he leisurely untied 

From heai.1 and neck the halter of the jack, 

And put it round his own, and to the tree 

Stood tethered fast as if the ass were he. 

And, bursting forth into a merry laugh. 
He cried to Brother Anthony : " Away I 

And drive the ass before you with your staff; 
And when you reach the convent you may say 

You left mc at a farm, half tired and half 
HI with a fever, for a night and day. 

And that the farmer lent this ass to bear 

Our wallets, that are heavy with good fare." 

Now Brother Anthony, who knew the pranks 
Of Brother Timothy, woidd not persuade 

Or reason with him on his quirks and cranks. 
But, being obedient, silently obeyed ; 

And, smiting with his ntaff the ass's flanks. 
Drove him before him over hill and glade, 
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Ssfe with liu isovcni] to tlw convpnt gate, 
LeaTing poor Brotlier Timodif to Ms fate. 

Tliai Gilbert, Uden witb bgots for lus fite, 
Forth issued Ertini the wood, and atvod ai^aast 

To see the pooderMts body of the friar 

Standing where he had left his donkey last- 

TiembliDg be stood, and dared not veoture nigher. 
Bat stared, and gaped, and crossed himself full 
fast; 

For, beii^ credulous aad of little wit, 

He thought it was some demon from the pit. 

While speechless and bewildered thus he gazed. 

And dropped his load of fagots on the ground, 
Quotb Brother Timothy : '■ Be not amazed 

That where you left a donkey should be found 
A poor Franciscan friar, half-starved and crazed,— 

Standing demure and with a halter bound ; 
But Bet me free, and hear the piteous story 
Of Brother Timothy of Casal-Maggiore. 

" I am a sinful man, altliough you see 
I wear the consecrated cowl and cape ; 

You never owned an ass, but you owned m 
Changed and transformed from my own natn 
shape 

All for the deadly sin of gluttony. 

From which I could not otherwise escape. 

Than by this penance, dieting on grass, 

And being worked and beaten as an aaa. 

" Thitik of the ignominy I endured ; 
Think of the miserable life I led, 
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The toil and blows to which I was inured, 
My wretphed lodging in a, windy shed, 

My scanty fare so grudgingly procured, 

The damp and musty straw that formed my 
bed! 

But, having done this penance for my sina. 

My life as man and monk again begins." 

The simple Gilbert, hearing words like these. 
Was conscience-stricken, and fell down apace 

Before the friar upon his bended knees. 

And with a suppliant voice implored his grace ; 

And the good monk, now very much at ease, 
Granted him pardon with a smiling face. 

Nor could refuse to be that night his guest, 

It being late, and he in need of rest. 

Upon a hillsiile, where the olive thrives, 

With figures painted on its whitewashed walls. 

The cotti^e stood ; and near the humm.ing hives 
Made murmui-s as of far-off waterfalls ; 

A place where those who love secluded lives 

Might live content, and, free from noise and 
brawls, 

Like Claudiau's Old Man of Verona here 

Measure by fruits the slow- revolving year. 

And, coming to this cott^e of content. 

They found his children, and the buxom wonch 
Ills wife. Dame Cicely, and his father, bent 

With years and labor, seated on a bench, 
Kepeating over some obscure event 

In the old wars of Milanese and French ; 
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All welcomed the Franciscan, with a sense 
Of sacred awe and humhle reverence. 

When Gilbert told them what had come to paas, 1 
How beyond question, cavil, or Burmise, 

Good Brother Timothy bad been their ass. 
You should have seen the wonder in 
eyes; 

You should have heard tbem cry *' Alas I alas 
Have heard their lamentations and their sighsfl 

For all bi:lieved the story, and began 

To see a saint in this atHicted man. 



Forthwith there was prepared a grand repast, 

To satisfy the craving of the friar 
After so rigid and prolonged a fast ; 

The bustling housewife stirred the kitchen fii-e ; 
Then her two barn-yard fowls, her best and last 

Were put to death, at her exjiresB desire, 
And served up with a salad in a bowl. 
And flasks of country wine to crown the whole. 

It would not be believed should 1 repeat 
How hungry Brother Timothy appeared ; 

It was a pleasure but to see him eat, 

His white teeth flashing through his russet 
beard. 

His face nglow and flushed with wine and meat, 
His roguish eyes that rolled and laughed and 
leered I 

Lord I how he drank the blood-red oonntiy wine 

As if the village \-intage were divine 1 
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And all the while he talked without surcease, 
And told his merry tales with jovial glee 

That never flagged, but rather did increase, 
And laughed aloud aa if insane were he. 

And wagged his red beard, matted like a fleece, 
And cast such glaocea at Dame Cicely 

That Gilbert now grew angry with his guest. 

And thus in words his rising wrath expressed. 

" Good father," said he, " easily we see 

How needful in some persons, and how right, 

Mortification of the flesh may be. 

The indulgence you have given it to-night, 

After long penance, clearly proves to me 

Your strength against temptation is but slight, 

And shows the dreadful peril you are in 

Of a relapse into youi' deadly sin. 

" To-morrow morning, with the rising sun. 
Go back unto your convent, nor refrain 

From fasting and from scoiii^ng, for you run 
Great danger to become an ass again, 

Since monkish flesh and asinine are one ; 
Therefore be wise, nor longei' here remain, 

Unless you wish the scourge should be applied 

By other hands, that will not spare your hide." 

When this the monk had lieard, his color fled 
And then returned, like lightning in the air, 

Till he was all one blush from fixit to head. 
And even the bald spot in his russet hair 

Turned from its usual pallor to bright red I 
Tlie old man was asleep upon his chair. 



I 
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Then kD retired. moA sank into tbe deep ■ 
And hetplen imbecilit j' of sleep. 

Tbey slept until the dawn of dsy drew neac. 

Till ttie cock should have crowed, bat did not 
crow. 

For tbe_Y had slaia the shining chanticleer 
And eaXea him for tapper, as tou know. 

The laook was np betiin*:^ ami of good cheer. 
And, faaFing breakfasted, made baste to go, 

As tf be beard the distant matin l>ell. 

And bad bat little time to say farewelL 

Fresh was the moniing as tbe breath of kioe ; 

Odors of herbs commingled with the sweet 
Balsamic exhalations of the pine ; 

A haze was in the air presaging heat ; 
Uprose the sun above the Apeantne. 

And all the misty valleys at its feet 
"Were full of the delirious song of birds. 
Voices uf men, and bells, and low of herds. 



AB this to Brother Timothy was naoght ; 
He did not care for scenery, nor here 

His busy fancy found the thing it sought ; 
L But when he saw the convent walls appear, 

^^H^ And smoke from kitchen chimneys upward cau^ 
^^^H And whirled aloft into the atmosphere, 

^^^1 He quickened his slow footsteps, like a beast 
^^^H That scents the stable a league oft at least. 

^^^H And a 



And as he entered through the convent gate 
He saw there in the court the ass, who stood 



r 
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Twirling his ears about, and seemed to wait, 
Just as he found liim waiting in the wood ; 
And told the Prior that, to aJle%'iate 

The daily labors of the brotherhood, 
yrhe owner, being a man of means and thrift, 
Bestowed bim on the conveut as a gift. 

And thereupon the Prior for many days 
Gevulved this serious matter in his mind, 

And turned it over many different ways. 
Hoping tliat some safe issue he might tind ; 

But stood in fear of what the world would say. 
If he accepted presents of this kind. 

Employing beasts of burden for the packs 

That lazy monks should carry on their backs. 

Then, to avoid all scandal of the sort. 
And stop the mouth of cavil, he decreed 

That he would cut the tedious matter short, 
And sell the ass with all convenient sjieed, 

Thus saving the expense of his support. 
And hoarding something for a time of need. 

So he despatche<! him to the neighboring Fair, 

And freed himself from cumber and from care. 

It happened now by chance, as some might say. 
Others perhaps would call it destiny, 

Gilbert was at the Fair ; and heard a bray. 
And nearer came, and saw that it was he, 

And whispered in his ear, " Ah, laekaday I 
Good father, the rebellious flesh. I see, 

Has changed you back into an ass again, 

And all my admonitions were in vain." 
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Tbe as3, who felt this breathing in his ear, 

Did not tuiTi round to look, but shook hia 1 
Ah if be were not pleased these words to heai'. 

And contradicted all that liad been said. 
And this made Gilbert cry In voice more clear, | 

" I know you well ; your hair is russet-red ; 
Do not deny it ; for you are the same 
Franciscan friar, and Timothy by name." 

The ass, though now the secret had come out, 
Was obstinate, and shook his head again ; 

Until a crowd was gathered round about 
To hear this dialogue between the twain ; 

And raised their voices in a noisy shout 

When Gilbert tried to make the matter pliu 

And flouted him and mocked him all day L 

With laughter and with jibes and scraps of e 

" If this be Brother Timothy," they cried, 

'■ Buy him, and feed him on the tenderest grass J 

Thou canst not do too much for oue so tried 
As to be twice transformed into an ass." 

So simple Gilbert bought him, and untied 
His halter, and o'er mountain and morass 

He led him homeward, talking as he went 

Of good behavior and a mind content. 

The children saw them coming, and advanced, 
Shouting with joy, and hung about his necb,« 

Not Gilbert's, but the aas's, — round him danoC 
And wove green garlands wherewithal to defl 

His saci-ed person ; for again it chanced 

Their childish feelings, without rein or checl^ 
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Could not discriminate in any way 

A doukey from a friar of Orders Gray. 

" O Brother Timotliy," the children said, 
" You have come back to us just as before ; 

We were afraid, and thought that jou were dead, 
And we should never see you any more." 

And then they kissed the white star ou his head, 
That like a birth-mark or a badge he wore. 

And patted him upon the neck and face. 

And said a thousand things with childish grace. 

Thenceforward and forever he was known 
As Brother Timothy, and leil alway 

A lift) of luxury, till he \iaA grown 

Ungrateful, being stuffed with corn and hay, 

And very vicious. Then in angry tone, 
Roiiaing himself, poor Gilbert said one day, 

" When simple kindness is misimderstood 

A little fiagellation may do good." 

Hia many vices need not here be told ; 

Among them was a habit that he had 
Of flinging up his heels at young and old, 

Breaking his halter, running off like mad 
O'er pa.ttu re-lands and meatlow, wood and wold, 

And other misdemeanors quite as bad ; 
But worst of all was breaking from his shed 
At night, and rav.-iging the cabbage-bed. 

So Brother Timothy went back once more 
To his old life of labor and distregs ; 

Was beaten worse than he had been Wfore ; 
And now, instead of comfort and caress. 
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Ciiiiie labors manifold and trials sore ; 

AaA as liis toils increased bis food grew leaaja 
Until at last the great consoler. Death, 
Ended his many sufferings with lils breath. 

Great was the lamentation when he died ; 

And mainly that he died Impenitent ; 
Dame Cicely bewailed, the children cried. 

The old man still remembered the event 
In the French war, and Gilbert magnified 

Uia many virtues, as he came and went. 
And said : " Heaven pardon Bi-other Timothy,! 
Anil keep us from the sin of gluttony." 

INTERLUDE. 

" SlGNOR LriGT," said the Jew, 
When the Sit-ilian's tale wa.s told, 

" The were-wolf is a legend old. 
But the were-ass is something new, 
And yet for one I think it true. 
The days of wonder have not ceased ; 
If there are beasts in forms of men, 
Aa sure it happens now and then. 
Why may not man become a beast, 
In way of punishment at least ? 

" But this I will not now discuss ; 
I leave the theme, that we may thus 
Remain within the realm of song. 
The story that I told before, 
Though not acceptable to all, 
At least yon did not find too long. 
I beg you, let me try again, 
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Whh sometliing in a different vein, 
Before you bid the curtain fall. 
Meanwhile keej) watch upon the door, 
Nor let the Landlord leave his chair, 
liBst he should vanish Into air, 
And so elude our search onee more." 

Thu3 saying, from his lips he blew 
A little cloud of perfumed breath, 
And then, as if it were a clew 
To lead his footsteps safely through, 
Began hia tale as followeth. 



THE SPANISH JEWS SECOND TALE. 

SCAXDEKBKG. 

Writl*n Febraarj 4, 1873. 

The battle is fought and won 
By King Ladislaus, the Hun, 
In fire of hell and death's frost, 
On the day of Pentecost. 
And in rout before his path 
From the field of battle red 
Flee all that are not dead 
Of the army of Amuxatb. 

In the darhneas of the night 
Iskander, the pride and boast 
Of that mighty Othman host, 
Witli his routed Turks, takes flight 
From the battle fought and lost 
On the day of Pentecost ; 
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Leariag behiiiil him dead 

Tha Armjr oE Ajmmtltt 

The vaDgnvd as it lad. 

The rearguard aa it fled, 

^towD domi in the bloody swmtk I 

Of the battle's aftenuiUh. 

But be carad not for Hospodars, 
Nor for Barou or Voivode, 
As on through the night he rode 
Aod gaz^ at the fatefid stars, 
Tliat were shiaing overhead ; 
But smote his eteed with his staff, 
And smiled to himself, and said : 
"This b the time to laugh." 

In the middle of the tiight, 
la a halt of the hurrying flight 
There came a Scribe of the King 
Wealing his signet ring, 
And said in a voice severe : 
*' This is the first dark blot 
On thy name, George Castriot I 
Alas ! why art thou here, 
And the army of Amurath sli 
And left on the battle plain ? 

And Tskander answered and sfud: 
" They lie on the bloody sod 
By the hoofs of horses trod ; 
But this was the deci-ee 
Of the watchers overhead ; 
For the war bclongcth to God, 
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And in battle who are we. 
Who are we, that shall withstand 
The wind of his lifted hand?" 

Then he bade them bind with chains 
This man o£ books and brains ; 
And the Scribe said : " What misdeed' 
Have I done, that, without need, 
Thou doest to me this thing ? " 
And Iskaiider answering 
Said unto liim ; " Not one 
Misdeed to me hast thou done ; 
But for fear that thou shouldst run 
And hide thyself from me, 
Have I done this unto thee. 

" Now write me a writing, O Scribe, 
And a blessing be on thy tribe ! 
A writing sealed witb thy ring. 
To King Amurath'a Pasha 
In the city of Croia, 
The city moated and walled. 
That h^' surrender the same 
In the name of my master, the King ; 
For what is writ in his name 
Can never be recalled." 

And the Scribe bowed low in dread, 
And unto Iskandsr said : 
" Allah ia great and just. 
But we are as ashes and dust ; 
How shall I do this thing. 
Mlien I know that my guilty head 
Will be forfeit to the King ? " 
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Then swift as a shooting star 
The curved and shining blade 
Of Iskander's scimetar 
From its sheath, with jewels bright. 
Shot, as he thundered : " Write ! " 
And the trembling Scribe obeyed, 
• And wrote in the fitful glare 
Of the bivouac fire apart, 
With the chill of the midnight air 
On his forehead white and bare, 
And the chill of death in his heart. 

Then again Iskander cried : 
" Now follow whither I ride. 
For here thou must not stay. 
Thou shalt be as my dearest friend. 
And honors without end 
Shall surround thee on every side. 
And attend thee night and day." 
But the sullen Scribe replied : 
*' Our pathways here divide ; 
Mine leadeth not thy way." 

And even as he spoke 

Fell a sudden scimetar stroke, 

When no one else was near ; 

And the Scribe sank to the ground. 

As a stone, pushed from the brink 

Of a black pool, might sink 

With a sob and disappear ; 

And no one saw the deed ; 

And in the stillness around 

No sound was heard but the sound 
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Of the hoofs of labandev's steed, 
As forward he spi-ang with a bound. 

Then onward he rode and afar. 
With scarce tliree hundred mea. 
Through river and forest and fen, 
O'er the mountains of Argentar ; 
And his heart was merry withio, 
When he crossed the river Drin, 
And saw in the gleam of tlie mora 
The White Castle Ak-Hisaar, 
The city Croia called. 
The city moated and walled. 
The city where be waa born, ^- 
And above it the morning star. 

Then his trumpeters in the van 
On their silver bugle9 blew. 
And in crowds about him ran 
Albanian and Turkoman, 
That the sound together drew. 
And he feasted with his friends, 
And when they were warm with wine. 
He said : " O friends of miue, 
Behold what fortune sends. 
And what the fates design! 
King Amurath commands 
That my father's wide domain. 
This city and all its lands, 
Shall be given to me agaiit" 

Then to the Castle White 
He rode in regal state, 



44 



244 TALES OF A WAYSIDE INN 

And entered in at the gate 
In aU his arms bedight, 
And gave to the Pasha 
Who ruled in Croia 
The writing of the King, 
Sealed with his signet ring. 
And the Pasha bowed his head. 
And after a silence said : 
Allah is just and great ! 
I yield to the will divine. 
The city and lands are thine ; 
Who shall contend with fate?" 

Anon from the castle walls 

The crescent banner falls, 

And the crowd beholds instead. 

Like a portent in the sky, 

Iskander's banner fly, 

The Black Eagle with double head ; 

And a shout ascends on high, 

For men's souls are tired of the Turks, 

And their wicked ways and works, 

That have made of Ak-Hissar 

A city of the plague ; 

And the loud, exultant cry 

That echoes wide and far 

Is : " Long live Scanderbeg ! " 

It was thus Iskander came 
Once more unto his own ; 
And the tidings, like the flame 
Of a conflagration blown 
By the winds of summer, ran. 
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Till the land was in a blaze, 
And the cities far and near, 
Sayeth Ben Joshua Ben Kleir, 
In his Book of the Words of the Days, 
'^ Were taken as a man 
Would take the tip of his ear." 

INTERLUDE. 

" Now that is after my own heart," 
The Poet cried ; *' one understands 
Your swartliy hero ScanderWg, 
Gauntlet on Iiand and boot oit leg. 
And skilled m every warlike art, 
Kiding through his Albanian lands, 
And following the auspicious star 
That shone for liiai o'er Ak-Hissar." 

The Theologian added here 
His word of praise not less sincere, 
Although ho ended with a jibe; 
'* The hero of romanee and song 
Was bom," he said, " to riglit the wrong' 
And I approve ; but all the same 
That bit of treason with the Sfrihe 
Adds nothing to your hem's fanie." 

The Student praised the good old times, 
And liked tlui cant-er of the rhymes, 
That had a hoofbeat in their sound ; 
But loiigtHl aonie further word to hear 
Of the old chronioler Ben Moir, 
And where his volume might be found. 
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The UU Mnswiaa wafted U» wnam 
Witb folded ama and gfaaMWg «ja^ 
As if he aaw the Viking riac. 
Gigantic shadows in the g^nnB ; 
And moek he talked o( their eoipriM^ 
And meteor* Be«i m Northern aldea. 
And Heundal's bom. and day ot doasi. 
Bat the Sicilian Uaghed again ; 
" This 19 the time to langb,*' be said. 
For the: whole story be well knew 
Was an in*entioa of the Jew, 
Span froin the cobw«fa» in his braiB, 
And of the same bright scarlet thread 
As was the Tale of Kambalo. 

Only the Landlord spake no word ; 
T was donbtfol whether be had beard 
The tale at all, so fall of care 
Was he of his impending fate. 
That, like the sword of DamocJes, 
Abore his head hnn;^ blank and bare, 
Sospendetl by a aingle hair. 
So that he could not sit at ease. 
But sighed and looked disconsolate. 
And shifted restless in his chair, 
Revolving how he might e^'ade 
The blow of the descending blade. 

The Student came to his relief 

By saying in his easy way 

To the Musician ; " Calm your grieE, 

My fair Apollo of the North, 

Balder the Beautiful and so forth ; 
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Although your magic lyre or lute 
With brokeu strings is lying mute, 
Still you can tell aorae doleful tale 
Of shipwreck in a midnight gale, 
Or Bouiethiug of the kind to suit 
The mood that we are in to-night 
For what is loarvelloua and strange ; 
So give your nimble faocy range, 
And we will follow in its flight." 

But the Musician shook his head ; 
" No tale 1 tell to-night," he said, 
" While my poor instrument lies there, 

Even as a child with vaeant stare 

Lies in its little coffin dead," 

Yet, being urged, he said at last : 
" There comes to me out of the Past 
A voice, whose tones are sweet and wild. 
Singing a song almost divine. 
And with a tear in every line ; 
An ancient ballad, that my nurse 
Sang to me when I was a child, 
In accents tender as the verae ; 
And sometimes wept, and sometimes sailed 
While singing it. to see arise 
The look of wonder in my eyes. 
And feel my heart with terror beat. 
This simple balla^l I retain 
Clearly imprinted on my brain. 
And as a tale will now repeat." 
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THE MUSICIAJTS TALE. 

THK MOTHEB*S GHOST. 
Much 26, 1873. 



SvE2n> Dtrd^g he rideth adown the glade ; 

/ mtj^If was young ! 
There he hath wooed him so winaoine a maid ; 

Fair leords gladden so many a heart. 

Together were they for seven years. 
And together children six were theirs. 

Then came Death abroad through the land. 
And blighted the beautiful lily-wand. 

Svend Dyring he rideth adown the glade. 
And again hath he wooed him another maid. 

He hath wooed him a maid and brought home a 

bride. 
But she was bitter and full of pride. 

When she came driving into the yard. 
There stood the six children weeping so hard. 

There stood the small children with sorrowful 

heart; 
From before her feet she thrust them apart. 

She gave to them neither ale nor bread ; 
^ Ye shall suffer hunger and hate," she said. 



1 



THE MOTHER'S GHOST 240 

She took from them their quilts of Itlue, 

And said ; " Ye shall lie on the straw we strew." 

She took from them the great waxlight : 
" Now ye shall lie iu the dark at night." 

In the evening late they ci-ied with cold ; 
The mother heard it under the mould. 



The woman btiai-d it the earth below : 
" To my little children I must go." 

She standeth before the Lord of all : 
" And may I go to my children small ? " 

She prayed him su long, and would not cease, 
Until he bade her depart in peace. 

" At cock-«row thou ehalt return again ; 
Iionger thou sliult not there remain ! " 

She girded up her sorrowful bonus. 

And rifted the walls and the marble stonea. 

As through the village she flitted by, 
The watch-doga bowled alond to the sky. 

When she came to the caatle gate. 
There stood her eldest daughter in wait. 

" Why standest thou here, dear daughter mine? 
Ilow fares it with brothers and sistort thine ? " 



250 TALES OF A WAYSIDE INN 

** Never art thou mother of mine, 
For my mother was both fair and fine. 

" My mother was white, with cheeks of red. 
But thou art pale, and like to the dead." 

*^ How should I be fair and fine ? 

I have been dead ; pale cheeks are mine. 



" How should I be white and red. 
So long, so long have I been dead? 
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When she came in at the chamber door. 
There stood the small children weeping sore. 

One she braided, another she brushed, 
The third she lifted, the fourth she hushed. 

The fifth she took on her lap and pressed. 
As if she would suckle it at her breast. 

Then to her eldest daughter said she, 

" Do thou bid Svend Dyring come hither to me." 

Into the chamber when he came 

She spake to him in anger and shame. 

" I left behind me both ale and bread ; 
My children hunger and are not fed. 

" I left behind me quilts of blue ; 
My children lie on the straw ye strew. 
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" I left behind me the great wasliglit ; 
My children lie in the dark at night. 

" If I come again unto your hall, 
As cruel a fate shall you befall I 

" Now erow3 the cock with feathers red ; 
Back to the earth must all the dead. 

" Now crows the cock with feathers swart ; 
The gates of heaven 0y wide apart. 

"Now crows the cock with feathers white; 
I can abide no longer to-night." 

Whenever they beard the watch-dogs wail, 
They gave the children bread and ale. 

Whenever they heard the watch-dogs bay. 
They feared lest the dead were on their way. 

Whenever they heard the watch-dogs bark, 

I myself was young ■' 
They feared the dead out there in the dark. 

Fair words gladden bo viany a heart. 

INTERLUDE. 

Touched by the pathos of these rhymes, 
The Theologian said : " jVII praise 
Be to the ballads of old times 
And to tbe bards of simpla ways. 
Who walked with Nature hand !n hand. 
Whose country was their Holy Land, 
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THE nUYME OF SIR CHRISTOPHER 

And thus the sword of Damocles 
Descending not by slow degrees, 
But suddenly, on the Landlord fell, 
Who blushing, and with much deninr 
And niany vain apologies. 
Plucking up heart, bcgwi to tell 
The Ebjme of one Sir tVistophcr. 



THE LANDLORDS TALE. 



TBE BHTME OF SIK CHKISTOPHEB. 
Written Pebrnarj- 25, 18T3. 

It was Sir Christopher Gardiner, 
Knight of the Holy Sepulchre, 
From Merry England over the 8<m, 
Wbo stepped upou this continent 
As if his august presence lent 
A glorj' to the colony. 

You should have seen him in the street 
Of the little Boston of Winthrop's time, 
His rapier dangling at his feet. 
Doublet and hose and boots complet*, 
Prince Rupert hat with ostrich plume. 
Gloves that exhaled a faint perfume. 
Luxuriant curls and air sublime. 
And superior manners now obsolete ! 

He had a way of saying things 
That made one think of courts and ktnga. 
And lords and ladies of high degree ; 
So that not having been at court 
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S««nieil sometliti^ Tery little short 

Of treajwu or kae-najearr, 

Such an aocomplished knight wa« be. 

His flwelling was just beyond the totni. 
At what he called his coontiy-seat ; 
For, carel^s of Fortune's smile or frown. 
And weary grown of the world and its ways. 
He wished to pass the rest of his days 
Id a private life and a calm retreat. 

But a doable life waa the life he led, 

And, while professing to lie in aeardi 

Of a godly coarse, and willing, he said, 

Nay, anxious to join tlie Puritan church, 

He made of all this but small ac^^oiuit, 

And passed ha idle hours instead 

With roystering Morton of Merry Mount, 

That pettifogger from Fumivara Inn, 

Lord of misrule and riot and sin. 

Who looked on the wine when it was red. ' 

This country-seat was little more 

Than a cabin of logs ; but in front of the door 

A modest flower-bed thickly sown 

With sweet alyasum and columbine 

Made those who saw it at once divine 

The touch of some other hand than bis own. 

And firat it was whispered, and then it was know] 

That he in secret was harboring there 

A little lady with golden hair. 

Whom he called his cousin, hut whom be bad i 

In the Italian manner, as men said. 

And great was the scandal everywhere. 
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But worse than tbis was the vagut? surmise, 

Though none could voutih for it or aver, 

That the Knight of the Holy Sepulchre 

Was only a Papist in disguise ; 

And the more to imbitter their bitter lives, 

And the more to trouble the public miud, 

C:tme letters from Eugland, from two other wives. 

Whom he had carelessly left behind ; 

Both of thera letters of such a kind 

As made the governor hold hia bisiath ; 

The one imploring him straight to Send 

The husband home, that he might amend ; 

The other asking his instant death. 

As the only way to make an end. 

The wary governor deemed it right. 
When all this wickedness was revealed, 
To send his warrant signed and sealed. 
And take the body of the knight. 
Armed with this mighty instrument, 
The marshal, mounting bis gallant steed, 
Kode forth from town at the top of his speed, 
And followed by all his bailiffs bold, 
As if on high achievement bent. 
To storm some castle or stronghold, 
Challenge the warders on the wall, 
And seize in his ancestral hall 
A robber-baron grim and oliL 

But when through all tlie dust and heat 
He oame to Sir Christopher's country-seat, 
No knight he found, nor warder there. 
But the little lady with golden hair. 
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Who was gathering iii the bright sunshine 
The sweet alyssnm and oolumbine ; 
While galluut Sir Christopher, all so gay. 
Being forewarned, through the jwatern gate 
Of his castle wall had tripped away, 
And was keeping a little holiday 
In the forests, that hounded hU estate. 

Then as a trusty squire and tme 
The marshal searched the castle through. 
Not crediting what the lady said ; 
Searched from cellar to garret in vain. 
And, findiug no knight, came out again 
And arrested the golden damsel instead, 
And bore her in triumph into the town, 
Wliile from her eyes the tears rolled down 
On the sweet alyssum and columbine, 
That she held in her fingers white and fine. 



The governor's heart was moved to see 

So fair a creature caught within 

The snares of Satan and of sin, 

And he read her a little homily 

On the folly and wickedness of the lives 

Of women half cousins and half wives ; 

But, seeing that naught his words availed, 

He sent her away in a ship that sailed 

For Merry England over the sea, 

To the other two wives in the old countree, 

To search her further, since he had failed 

To come at the heart of the mystery. 

Meanwhile Sir Christopher wandered away 
Through pathless woods for a month and a d 



THE RHYME OF SIR CHRISTOPHER 267 

Shooting pigeons, and sleeping at night 

With the noble savage, who took delight 

In his feathered hat anil his velvet vest. 

His gun and his rapier and the rest. 

But as soon as the noble savage heard 

That a bounty was oEEered for this gay bird. 

He wanted to slay him out of hand. 

And bring in his beautiful scalp for a show, 

Like the glossy head of a kite or crow. 

Until he was made to understand 

They wanted the bird alive, not dead ; 

Then he followed him whithersoever he fled, 

Through forest and field, and hunted him down, 

And brought him prisoner into the town. 



Alas 1 it was a rueful sight. 

To see this melancholy knight 

In suth a dismal and hapless case ; 

His hat deformed by stain and dent, 

His plumage brokeu, his doublet rent, 

Bis beard and flowing locks forlorn, 

Matted, dishevelled, and unshorn. 

His boots with dust and mire besprent ; 

But dignified in his disgrace, 

And wearing an unblushing face. 

And thus before the magistrate 

He stood to hear the doom of fate. 

In vain he strove with wonted ease 

To modify and extenuate 

His evil deeds in church and state. 

For gone was now his power to please ; 

And his pompous wonis ha^l no more weight 

Than feathers flying in the breeae. 
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With soavitT equal to liis own 

The governor lent a patient ear 

To the speech evasive and high-flown^ 

In which he endeavored to make clear 

That colonial laws were too severe 

When applied to a gallant cavalier, 

A gentleman bom, and so well known. 

And accustomed to move in a higher sphere. 

All this the Puritan governor heard. 
And deigned in answer never a word ; 
But in summary manner shipped away. 
In a vessel that sailed from Salem bay. 
This splendid and famous cavalier. 
With his Rupert hat and his popery. 
To Merry England over the sea, 
As being unmeet to inhabit here. 

Thus endeth the Rhyme of Sir Christopher, 
Knight of the Holy Sepulchre, 
The fu:st who furnished this barren land 
With apples of Sodom and ropes of sand. 



FINALE. 

Written February 27, 1873. 

These are the tales those merry guests 
Told to each other, well or ill ; 
Like summer birds that lift their crests 
Above the borders of their nests 
And twitter, and again are still. 
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These are the tales, or new or old, 
In idle moments Idly told ; 
Flowei-s of the field with petals thin, 
Lilies that neither toil nor spin. 
And tufts of wayside weeds and gorse 
HuDg in the parlor of the inn 
Buoefith the sign of the Bed Horse. 

And still, reluctant to retire, 

The fiienda sat talking by the fire 

And watched the smouldering erahera bum 

To ashes, and flash up again 

Into a momentary glow. 

Lingering like them when forced to go, 

And going when they woidd remain ; 

For on the morrow they must turn 

Their faces homeward, and the pain 

Of parting touched with its unrest 

A tender nerve in every breast. 

But sleep at last the victory won ; 
They must be stirring with the sun. 
And drowsily good night they said. 
And went still gossiping to bod. 
And left the parlor wrapped in gloom. 
The only live thing in the room 
Was the old clock, that in its pace 
Kept time with the revolving spheres 
And constellations in their flight. 
And struck with its uplifted mace 
The dark, unconscious hours of night, 
To senseless and onlistening earn. 



L 
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Uprose the sun ; and every guest, 
Upriseii, was soon equipped and dressed 
For jourueyitig li utile and citj'-ward ; 
The old stsgc-coaoh was at the door, 
^Vitb horses humussed, long before 
The sunshine reached tlie witliered sward 
Beneath the oaks, whose branches boar 
Murmured : " Farewell forevermore." 



" Farewell 1 " the portly Landlord cried ; 

" Farewell ! " the parting guests replied. 
But little thought tliat nevermore 
Their feet would pass that threshold o'er ; 
That nevermore together there 
Would they assemble, free from care, 
To hear the oaks' mysterious roar, 
And breathe the wholesome country air. 



^Tiere are they now? What lands and skies 
Paint pictures in their friendly eyes ? 
What hope deludes, what promise cheers. 

What pleasant voices fill their ears ? 
Two are beyond the salt sea waves, 
And three already in their graves, 
Perchance the living still may look 
Into the pages of this book, 
And see the days of long ago 
Floating and fleeting to and fro, 
As in the well-remembered brook 
They saw tlie inverted landscape gleam. 
And their own faces lite a dream 
Look up upon them from below. 



NOTES 

Page IE. 

As ancienl U thia hoatdrg 
As any in the land may be. 
[The inscription on tlie old tavern sigu, D. H. 1686, it 
GRted probably the name of D, Howe, first landlord of the 
WayBide Inn, and a further inscription on tke sigu gave 
E. H. (Eiekiel Howe), 1746, luid A. Hovire, 1790.] 
Page 17. 

Writ near a century ago 
By the great Major Moiineatix 
Whom Rawlkome ha» immortal made. 
[The lines are as follows : — 



Do irt^it kbd tAatfl I 
Toil Biarry flilk will itaow tt. 

On another pane appenn the Major's name, Wm. Ifolbeox 
Jr. Esq., and the date, Jnue 24, 1TT4. The allnsion Is to 
Uawtliorne'a talc, My Kintman, Major ifnlineux. Haw- 
thonie, writing to Mr, Iiongfellow after the publication of 
the Tale», says, '■ It gratifles my mind to find my own tuune 
shining in your vewe, — even aa if I had been gaiijig up 
at the moou and dotocted my own features in its profile."] 

Page 25. Tke midnight ride of Paid Revere. 

[It is possible that Mr, Longfellow derived the story from 
Paul Revere's account of the iiiu!d<'iit in a lettef to Dr. 
Jeremy Belknap, printed in M»fis. His. Coll. v, Mr. FrotU- 
iaghani, in bis Sitge of Bo'tim, pp. S7-S9, pves tlie story 
mainly according to a memorandum of Bichnrd l>cven9, R». 
vere's friend and aasoaiale. 'Itie piblioation nf Mr, Long- 
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fellow's poem called out a protracted diseoMion both as to 
the church (torn whidi the sigDahi wen hung, and as [□ the 
friead who hung the lajiteriis. The subject is discussed aod 
authorities cited in Uftnarial Hittmy of Boston, III. lOl.] 

Page 32. Thk Kalcom of Ser Fedebigo. 

[The storf is fouud in the Decamaim, Fifth da;, ninth 
tide. As Boccaacio, however, wu not the first to tell it, ao 
Ur. Longfellow is not the oul; cue after him to repeat | 
So remote a source as Panltchalanlra (Beufej, U. £47) ei 
tains it, and La Foutaiue inoludes it in his Cortlet el Nat 
under the title of Le Faucon. Tennyson has treated tin 
subject dramaticoll; in The Falain. See also Delislo de la 
Drfvetifre, who turned Boccaccio's story into a comedy in 
three acts.] 

Page 42. Thb Legend of Rabbi Bkn Levi. 

[Vamhagen refers to tiiree several sources of this legend 
in the books Col Bo, Ben Sim, and KetuboA, but it ia most 
likely that Mr. Longfullow was indebted for the story to bi 
friend Emmanuel Vitalis Scherb.] 

Pago 46. King Rn&ERT of Sictlt. 

[This story la one of very wide distribution. It is ) 
in Getla Romanorum as the story of Jovininn. Frere i: 
Old Deecon Days, or Hindoo Fairy Legends current in Soa 
em India, recites it iu tbe form of The Wanderings of % 
cram Mnhamjah. Vonihagcn pursues the legend througlrtP 
great -variety of forms. Leigh Himt, among modems, has 
told the story in A Jar of Honey from Mi. Hyhla, from 
which source Mr. Longfellow seems to have drawn. Dante 
refers to tbe King in Paradim, Canto VIII.] 

Page 120, The Bibbs of KiixiNawoRTH. 

[Killiugworth in Connecticut was named from the English 
town Kenilworth in Warwickshire, and had the same orthog- 
raphy in the early records, but was afterwards corrupted 
into its present form. Sirty or seventy years ago, according 
to Mr. Henry Hull, writing from personal recollection, "the 
men of the northern part of the town did yearly in the spring 
choose two leaders, and then tbe two sides were formed : the 
aide that got beaten sliould pay the bills. Their special game 
was the hawk, the owl, the crow, the blackbird, and a 
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otber Inrd snppoeed to be tuiachievous to tlie com. Some 
jenTS each side woald bring them in by the bushel. Thii 
was foUow^ed up for only a few jeaxa, for the birds began to 
grow acaroe." The Btorj, based upon Gome such shght sug- 
geatioD, was Mr. Longfellow's own iuvcntion.J 

Page 135. Thb Bbll of Atri. 

[See Gualteruzzi'a Ceiilo NoiieUe Antiche.'] 

Page 141. Kambalu. 

[See Boni'a edition of II Mdione di Marco Polo, II. 35 and 
1. 140 

Page 147. Oar ingreu into the world. 

[The lilies quoted by the Cobbler are to be found in The 
Eixentricitiea of John Sdirnn, Comedian, arranged and di- 
gested by Anthony Pasquin [John Williams], 1791. Tradi- 
tion also refers them to Benjamin Franklin, with whose phi- 
losophy and form of expression they certainly agree, but in 
the absence of other evidence it is to be presumed ibot 
Franklin quoted from Edwin. The story of the Cobbler 
was derived from D'Aubigu^'s History of tht Reforniation, 
1.220.] 

Page 166. Ladt Wentwortb. 

[The incidents of tbb talt are recounted by C. W. Brews- 
ter, ItambUa about Parinmouih, I. 101. After the publication 
of Mr. Longfellow's poem, Mr. Thomas Wentwortb Higgin- 
Bon wrote to one of Mr, Longfellow's kinsmen a version of 
the story sent bim by Mrs. Mary Anne Williams, wbo had 
the story from her grandmother, nc« Mary Wentworth, who 
vna nieoe tii Governor Wentworth, and a cliild at the time 
of the incident, "I have seen Mr. Longfellow's poem," 
writes Mrs. Williams, "but I should think be would be 
afraid some of the old fellows would appear to hint for 
maleiag it apjiear that any other* than the family were 
present to witness what they considered a great degradation. 
Only the brothers and brothers in law were present, and 
Mr. Brown ; and the bride, who had been his housekeeper 
for seven years, was then 35, and attired in a calico dress 
and white apron. The family stood in wholesome awe of 
the sturdy old governor, so treated Patty with civility, but 
it was bard work tor the stately old dames, and she wM 
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dropped after hia death." GovemoF Wentworth iras 
July 24, 1606, mid his luarriagc was on Mareh 15, 1T30. 
Page 179. The Barok ok St. Castihk. 

[" Abont the time the treaty of Breda was ratified, , 
1667, Mons. Viucojit de St. Custine appeared among the 
Tairatines, and aettled upon the peninsula sine* ualled bj 
his name. Born at Ol^irou, it pcovinee of Fmnae, he ac- 
quired on early taste for rural scenes, ao fully enjoyed by 
him in the bordera of the Pyrenean Moantains, which en- 
compaBBcd the place of his nativity. Besides the ailvantages 
of illustrioua connections luid noble extraction, being by birth 
and title a baron, he waa endued with good abilities and 
favored with a competent education and a considerabla 
knowledge of military arts, for which he had a partiality- 
All these obtained for him the appointment of colonel in 
the king's body-guards, from which office he waa transferred 
to the command of a regiment called the ' Carignan Sa- 
lieres.' Afterwards, through the influence of M. de Cour- 
oelles. Governor-general of New France, the Baron and bis 
troops were, about 1665, removed to Quebec. At the close 
of the war, the regiment was disbanded, and himself dis- 
charged from the king's service. Taking ainbrage proba- 
bly at the treatment he received, and actuated by 
never fully divulged, ' he,' as La Uontan says, ' threw him- 
self upon the savages.' To French writers his conduct 
a mystery, and to the colonista a pfodigy. 

" His settled aboile was opon the peninsula where 
ney had resided, and where he found meai 
commodious house for trade and ' habitaucy. 
eral Catholic, though devout and pimctilious in hia reli^ons 
observances ; having usually in liis train several Jesuit mis- 
sionaries devoted to the ' holy cause.' He learned to speak 
with ease the Indian dialect ; and supplying himself with 
firearms, ammunitiou, blankets, steel traps, baubles, and a 
thousaud other things desired by the natives, he made them 
presents, and opened a valuable trade with them in these ar- 
ticles, for which he received furs and peltry in return, at his 
own prices. lie tnnght the men the use of the gun, and 
tome arts of vrar ; and being a man of fascinating 
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and maanoTS, he sUained a complete asoendajicj over the 
wbcilo tribe ; they loukiug upon liim, iu the language of one 
writer, ' as their tutelar god.' 

" To olioin their attnuhmenta by ties not I'eadilj hiokea, 
in conaectioii with persunal gmtificatiou, he took four or Bve 
Tarmtine wiTea, — one of them the duugliter of M4ido«kft- 
vrtuido, SLLganioce uf the tribe. He lived with them all by 
changes, nt the saiuu time, and had ■ stvcml daughters and 
one sou, Caatiue the younger, who was a iiinn of distinction 
and of excellent cimracttr. Early habits and great success 
in trade rendered the father uouteutad with bis allotmeots ; 
he lived in the country about thirty years ; and, as Abb^ 
Baynal says, ' ecnfuruieil biiusclf iu all respects to the man- 
ners and oiistoniB of the natives.' To bis daughters, whom 
'he married very handsomely to Frenubmen,' he gave lib- 
eral portions ; having amassed a property ' worth three bun- 
dred tboiisiuid cruwUB.' The Goveruora of New-England 
and of Ctumda, apprised of hia influence, wealth and niiti- 
tary knowledge, were for obvious reasons the oourtii;rs uf 
his friendship and favor," — Williamson, The History of 
Maine. I. 471, 472. 

The Abb« Raynal, who is ouB of Willuunson's anthoHlicB, 
asaerts that Caatine never obanged his wife, to coiivince the 
savages " that God doth not like mconstant folks." Some 
remains of the fortifications of the Baron's trading-post may 
still be sei^n mi the shore in the town of Caatine. The 
scenes in France, it may be added, are purely imagmary.] 

Page 187. Ckarlrkaqnb. 

[In his diary, under date of May 12, 1872, Mr. Longfel- 
low writes : " Wrote a short poem on Chnrletnagne from a 
story iu an old clirunicle, De Facta CaroK Magni, quoted by 
Caiitii, Sioria degli Italian!, II. 122. I first heard it from 
Charles Perkuis, in one of his lectures."] 

Page 211. EuzABFrm. 

[As intimated in the Interlude which follows, tlip talo uf 
Etixabtth was founded oa a ptoso tale by Mrs. Lydia Mnria 
Child, entitled The Youth/id EtnignM, which fi<ll under Mr. 
Longfellow's eye iu a Portland ppper. Besides this, ho lukil 
reoourso to A Call to lit Unfialh/ul Pro/toon of Tniih, by 
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John Estaugh, with Preface bj his widow. E. E.'s Testi- 
mony concerning her husband J. E. Several expressions in 
the poem are derived from this little book.] 

Page 248. The Mother's Ghost. 

[A Danish ballad to be found in Grundtvig's Danmarks 
gamU Folkeviser, II. 478, was the basis of this poem.] 
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